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THE TRIAL OF FRIENDSHIP. 


CHAPTER IL 


Friendship of Flora and Caroline—Flag Signals—Difference. of 
Character—Temptation—The Two Gardens—Leaving Home— 
Arrive at Scarborough. 


Ge GaxrexLORA and CAROLINE were two little 
SEN Le ¥ girls whose homes were very near to- 


ALS i pother. They had been playfellows 
pets Se and companions all their lives; both 


were only children, both were taught 
at home by their own mammas, and they con- 
sidered each other almost as sisters. Flora was 
about half a year older than Caroline, and the most 
lively and vivacious of the two; but both were 
affectionate and good tempered, and enjoyed each 


other’s friendship extremely. 
B 
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The grounds of their pretty homes were adjoining. 
The house belonging to Flora’s father was on rather 
higher ground than that where Caroline lived, and 
Flora could see the chimneys and upper windows of 
the latter rising from the trees which surrounded it, 
close by the lodge of her father’s park. A little gate 
opened into the park from the other garden, and 
when Flora saw the active little form of her friend 
bound through this little gate, she ran down across 
the park to meet her. If anything prevented Caro- 
line from coming out at the usual time she hung out 
a white flag from her own room window, and this was 
understood by Flora to mean, “I cannot come to- 
day.” A.blue flag meant, “Will you come into our 
garden?” and other colours, striped and varied, 
meant all sorts of different sentences; for contriv- 
ing these signals had been a very great amusement 
to them, and on- rainy days they could quite carry 
on a dialogue. At the happy hour of twelve their 
lessons ceased, and they usually ran out to play toge- 
ther. One morning an unusual haste to reach each 
other was displayed. Caroline hurried through the 
little gate, and Flora rushed down the park so 
quickly, that when they had grasped each other's 
hands, they could scarcely speak for want of breath. 
At last, panting, Flora exclaimed, “What do you 
think, I have some news!” 


LEAVING HOME. 3 


“So have I,” returned Caroline. “I am notsure 
if I like mine.” -_ oe 

“But I like mine,” cried Flora. “Guess! Oh! 
‘you will never guess it rightly ; we are going away 
from home.” | 7 

“Why, so are we,” said Caroline. “That is what 
I did not like: to leave you! Do you like to leave 
me ¢” 

“No! but still I like to go; and if yous are going 
too, you know nobody will be left ?” 

“That is true,” returned Caroline; “but where 
are you going?” 

“We are going to the seaside.” 

“So are we!” “To Scarborough?” “Yes! to 
Scarborough!” 

“ How very odd,” exclaimed Caroline laughing ; 
“but I daresay our mammas fixed on the same place 
on purpose that we might still be together.” 

“Very likely,” returned Flora, “especially as 
they are almost as fond of being together as we are. 
I am very glad! oh, so glad! I do not remember 
ever being at the seaside.” | 

“Now that I know you are gomg too,’ said 
Caroline more quietly, I think I shall like it too, for 
I have never been at the seaside ; but still there are 
many things which make me sorry to leave home!” 

“What things?” asked Flora. 
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“Our gardens, for one thing, just as the summer 
is coming on, and all the plants budding and grow- 
ing, the roses so beautiful, and all the annual seeds 
coming up so nicely !” | 

“Well, to be sure we shall miss seeing them, but 
we shall have all sorts of other things instead.” 

“Yes, new things!” returned Caroline, “but I do 
not know yet whether they will make up to me for 
my dear plants.” 

“Oh, yes! I think they will,” said Flora. “We 
have pretty much the same flowers every year; 
they are very nice, and I love them too, especially 
those that we planted ourselves; but I think I can 
be quite happy without them for one summer. And 
what else, Caroline, makes you sorry to go?” 

“Why, my pony and my ring-doves.” 

“Qh, Caroline! they will all be taken care of. 
Your Selim will have a good long run in the park, 
and the doves, I daresay, will scarcely miss you.” 
“But I think they will,” said Caroline smiling, 
“they coo, and look so pleased when I take them 
their food in the morning. Nice little soft things, 
I shall miss them at any rate!” 

“T do not think I shall much miss my pigeons,” 
replied Flora; “they are very tame. Do you know 
the fantails come to my window every morning, and 
I let them in, and they hop about the room; but 
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I have had them a long time, and I am a little tired 
of them.” 

“Oh, Flora, how can you say so! I am fonder of 
creatures and things of all sorts the longer I have 
them. But here we are at the paddock gate ; let us 
look at your pony.” 

Whilst the little girls were talking, they had 
strolled along the plantation which skirted the park, 
until they came to a gate which led into the small 
meadow particularly appropriated to Flora’s pony. It 
was a beautiful little black creature, without a speck 
of white, very glossy, and tolerably quiet; but Flora 
was a fearless and a good rider, and did not dislike 
a little prancing and liveliness. When Snowdrop’s 
young mistress went to pay him a visit in the field, 
he came, arching his neck, and rubbing his ears 
against her, and if she ran about searching for wild 
flowers, he would follow her closely. The meadow 
was a most luxurious little spot, the hedgerow on 
one side was studded with trees, which gave a pleas- 
ant shade, and beneath them meandered a clear 
pebbly stream, in which the little girls caught 
many minnows. Dragonflies fluttered over it, and 
numerous lovely wild flowers grew on its edge.’ 

“How pretty this field is,” said Caroline, as 
they sauntered along the stream, with Snowdrop 
following them, now and then thrusting his nose 
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into Flora’s hand, or over her shoulder; “I doubt 
whether we shall see any spot so lovely at Scar- 
borough.” 

“Perhaps not,” said Flora, “but it will be new, 
and though this is the dearest little pony in the 
world, and this the pleasantest paddock, I think I 
shall enjoy them all the more for a little absence. 
Don’t you feel, Caroline, as if you would like to get 
away sometimes from everything and everybody 
that you always are with—in fact, that you want 
a little change ?” 

“No! I cannot say that I ever felt so; I think 
I would rather stay always and constantly at my 
own home, than go away or leave anything that I 
am used to.” 

“Do you know what day you are to go?” asked 
Flora. 

“Mamma said on Tuesday, and this is Satur- 

day,” replied Caroline. 
. And we go also on Tuesday. Oh! I am sure 
we shall enjoy it extremely, we shall bathe, and 
shall have an aquarium, and we shall hear a good 
band every evening in the garden, and perhaps go 
to some concerts, and drive about the country.” 

“ Shall we do our lessons there, I wonder,” said 
Caroline ; “I should think so, certainly. Six weeks 
would be a long time to learn nothing.” | 
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“But we shall learn something about sea-shore 
things whilst we are there. Shall you not like that, 
Flora? There are shells, and sea-weeds, and sea ane- 
mones, and all kinds of beautiful living things on the 
sea-shore, and we know nothing at all about them.” 

“Yes,” replied Flora, “we can learn about them, 
and make collections, but that will be only for out 
of doors, and will do instead of our gardens and 
our pets. You know we could not be all the morn-. 
ing drying sea-weeds, and really I should miss my 
lesson hours very much, and I think you would.” 

“No,” replied Caroline, “I do not heartily like 
all my lessons as you do, they are more difficult to 
me. It is real work for me to learn by heart, whilst 
you can remember a verb, or ie | lines of verse, 
by once or twice reading over.” 

“JT know that I learn more quickly than you; 
but don’t you remember, Caroline, what my mamma 
said when you staid with us that eee and aid 
your lessons with me?” 

“No! what did she say? I remember that I 
was dreadfully ashamed -of keeping her ‘so long, 
waiting for me to say my lessons, when you had 
rattled yours off in a few minutes.” 

“She said, ‘My Flora is the pleasantest pupil 
during the week, but when repetition day comes, 
give me Caroline; for she remembers what she has 
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patiently and earnestly stored up in her little head; 
whilst Flora’s knowledge has fled as fast as it en- 
tered.’ ” 

“Did she say so!” exclaimed Caroline, “I am so 
glad that she thought me satisfactory in one way at 
least. But you see she noticed that I had to be 
very patient and earnest to learn at all. It is a 
trouble to me, and I think I should like a down- 
right holiday and rest.” 

As they talked they had gone quite round the 
meadow, and came again to the gate. 

“Now we must go in to dinner,” said Flora, 
“and then I can come out again. Where shall we 
go this afternoon ?” 

“Tam afraid I cannot go anywhere this after- 
noon, said Caroline, or if [ do it must only be for 
one hour.” 

“Why! surely you can stay out till five as 
usual, can you not?” asked Flora. 

“Not to day,” Caroline replied, “ becanse I was 
very slow this morning, and had no time left for 
my work, so mamma desired that I should do it 
this afternoon. 

“Oh! this beautiful day’ ” eried Flora ; “to be 
shut up in the house with that oa needlework ; 
but, however, you will come out first; ;’ and she ran 
off to her own home. : 
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In about an hour's time the two little girls met 
again in the park. 

“Caroline,” said Flora, “I should particularly like 
to walk across the common this afternoon; cannot 
you hurry up your work after tea, or when you go 
to bed? Most likely your mamma only meant— 
‘Have it done some time to-day.’ ” 

“ But she sazd do it this afternoon!” 

“Why, Caroline, I shall indeed call you Old Par- 
ticular,” said Flora, laughing ; “ but come, I will not 
try to make you idle and disobedient! May you 
take your work into your own arbour ?” _ 

“Oh yes, I may,” replied Caroline. “ Will you 
sit with me there ? that will be very kind.” 

“T will help you to do your work,” said Flora, 
“and then you will be rid of it in half the 
time.” 

“Thank you,’ said Caroline, looking rather grave ; 
but I believe I ought to do all mine myself! Will 
you bring some of your own work?” — 

“ Particular again,” exclaimed Flora. “Now do 
you really suppose that your mamma cares whether 
you do every stitch of that work yourself? I do 
not wish to persuade you wrongly, but I often think 
you are too fussy about the actual words that people 
say. Now you were a little idle this morning, and, 
as a punishment, your mamma said, ‘Do your work 
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this afternoon.’ Surely if you are sitting at it for 
half an hour, that will answer all her purpose!” 

“T never like to suppose that mamma means 
anything but what she says,” replied Caroline; “and 
I remember so well something that she said when I 
was a very little girl!” 

“That is so like you,” interrupted Flora. “I 
wonder whether you remember all the nonsense that 
Tsay.” 

“T do not recollect nonsense that anybody says,” 
returned Caroline, “only particular things ‘that are 
gravely said to myself!” 

“What was it, then, that your mamma said ?” 

“Why, she was going out of the drawing-room, 
and I was playing on the floor, and she said to me— 
‘Do not touch the canaries’ cage, and I went on 
playing for some time without even looking at the 
cage. But when I looked, I saw that the door was 
open; so I thought—‘ Surely mamma does not know 
that the door is open, and I had better shut it!’ and 
I never noticed that one canary only was inside, and 
the other gone out. Presently mamma came in 
again, and at the same moment a canary came in 
at the window, and flew to the cage. But I had 
shut the door, so he could not go in, and after 
fluttermg against the wire once or twice, he again 
darted. out of the window. Mamma looked at 
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WORK IN THE ARBOUR. 1] 


me, and I cried out—‘Oh mamma! I did not 
know one bird was out, and I shut the door; I 
am so sorry! 1 thought you did not know it 
was open!’ So mamma said—‘ This shews you 
that little girls should do precisely as they are told 
to do, and not imagine that their own opinions are 
better than their mamma’s. I knew that my second 


canary would not venture out of the cage, and also . _ 


that his companion would return if the door were 
left open. Let me think for you, Caroline, whilst 
you are young.’ And since that time, Flora, I have 
always done exactly what I am told, whatever I 
think myself.” 

« But, Caroline, if we never think at all for our- 
selves, we shall not know how to think by the time 
we are grown up, when we must depend on our own 
judgments.” 

“T suppose by that time we shall have more 
sense, and be able to do so ; besides you know, Flora, 
that already many things are quite trusted to our- 
selves to think about and decide upon. Will you 
wait for me here, whilst I run for my work ?” 

“Twill fetch some for myself, and I daresay I 
shall be back first!” So Flora darted off towards 
her own home, and in a very short space of time 
both the little girls flew into the arbour that over- 
looked Caroline's garden. — | 


12 FICKLE FLORA. 


“There ! you see,” cried Flora, “1 am back as soon 
as you are, although I had much further to run!” 

“Yes!” said Caroline, good humouredly, “ you 
do everything faster than I do—even running.” 

“T suppose it is because I am taller and stronger,” 
said Flora, drawing herself up, and peeping over 
Caroline’s head. 

“Well, it is quite right that you should be six 
months taller than me,” said Caroline; “but I must 
really set to work, or I shall not have finished in time.” 

“Now tell me, Caroline,” said Flora, as they 
soberly settled themselves to work, “ what things are 
these which we are allowed to decide about for our- 
selves ; I cannot even think of one!” 

“Our gardens,’ replied Caroline. “We do just 
as we like with them, plant what we like, and make 
the borders and walks, and everything just as we 
like. Don’t you remember that I drew the patterns 
of this garden myself, and the arbour too, and 
mamma said the carpenter was to make it the i fa I 
liked !” 

Caroline’s garden had been a grassy sort of recess 
or open space in one of the shrubberies, the trees 
that skirted it were mostly lilacs and laburnums, 
and the spot looked so retired and pretty, that the 
previous year Caroline had begged her mamma to 
give it to her, and to let her make her own garden 
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there. She had amused herself extremely, by invent- 
ing pretty shapes for the flower-beds, and then the 
gardener had helped her to dig them out from the 
sod, leaving the walks between the beds of soft fine 
grass. Then her mamma had made for her a broad 
gravel walk, which curved and twisted round the 
little domain, near to the belt of lilacs and labur- 
nums, and she had given her a day's work from a 
carpenter for the purpose of building an arbour of 
boards and laths. The back and part of the sides 
were of closed boards, with a nice little bench run- 
ning round the inside, and the front part was of 
crossed laths. Caroline had paved it herself with 
round pebbles, and painted the woodwork. And 
when so far was accomplished, there had been much 
pleasant occupation in planting seeds and slips, and 
training creepers to cover the little arbour. The 
garden was now very pretty and very neat, as Caro- 
line always spent some part of the morning in weed- 
ing, tying up, and sweeping her domains; and she 
was allowed no help in keeping it in order, except 
the mowing of the grass. 

The arbour in which they sate was pretty well 
covered with a climbing rose and a Virginian 
creeper. Caroline had planted some honeysuckles, 
but they grew but slowly, and had not yet reached 
the top. 
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“T suppose,” said Flora, “that your having taken 
so much trouble with your garden is the reason why 
you certainly enjoy it more than I do mine. You 
know mamma had mine made for me; it is very 
pretty certainly ; quite as pretty as this, but it is 
kept in order for me; and if I do not go near it for 
a week, I find it just as nice as usual; so it is not 
my own work.” 

_ “But, Flora, I thought you had agreed to manage 
your own garden entirely, when it was given to 
you. I remember the time very well; it was your 
last birthday; and your mamma made you a present 
of it, full of flowers, and a whole set of tools in the 
arbour.” 

“I did agree to take care of it; and I really kept 
to my agreement for a long time—for some weeks at 
least; and then I was very busy with something 
else for a few days; and when | went again to my 
garden, it was full of weeds ; and the rain had beaten 
down some of the flowers ; and it looked so uncom- 
fortable, that I put off setting it in order; and I 
think I did not go near it fora week or more!” 

“That was a pity,” remarked: Caroline; “for, of 
course, the Jonger it was left, the more trouble it 
would give you.” 

“So, at last,” continued Flora, “1 was walking 
with mamma, and she said, ‘Let us go and look at 
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your garden, Flora! I have not seen it for some 
time;’ and I dared not say, ‘ Do not go there to-day;’ 
and I followed her, feeling very foolish, and saying 
nothing. Certainly, I expected to see quite a heap 
of weeds and untidiness, but, to my surprise, it was 
all quite as neat as on the day when it was given to 
me! So mamma looked quite pleased, and she went 
into my arbour, and there were hanging on their 
nails all my tools so clean and bright! Then 
mamma said, ‘I am so much pleased, Flora, to find 
that you have not wearied of this amusement, and, 
as you have found a pleasure in it so long, I do trust 
that you will not throw it up, when its novelty is a 
little more passed.’” 

“Oh, Flora! how unhappy a must have felt, 
not having merited that praise.” 

“So I did,” said Flora, “and I could not think 
what to say, so, like a goose, I began to cry, and 
mamma was so much astonished, and I had to ex- 
plain that 1 had not touched a single thing in my 
garden for two or three weeks, and that the last 
time I looked at it, it was a perfect wilderness.” 

“TI suppose, then, Flora,” said Caroline, “ that 
the gardener had attended to it, thinking to please 
you.” 

“Yes; we met him as we left the garden, and _ 
he asked mamma if he had not better continue to 
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take care of my garden, as it seemed too hard work 
for me.” 

“Was your mamma angry about it?” 

“She said that she was very sorry to see that 
her present had failed in its object, for she had 
hoped it would teach me perseverance, and make 
me find a lasting pleasure in my own work.” 

“ And do you now work at it yourself?” 

“Very seldom ; I am tired of it, at least, it is 
such a great deal of trouble raking and weeding 
every day. The truth is, I don’t much care about 
gardening.” 

“Ido, very much,” said Caroline eagerly, “and 
I think I become fonder of it every day. I feel 
quite grieved now to leave all these roses and buds, 
and my patches of seeds, which will come up when 
I am not here to watch them, and my creepers, 
which grow so fast, and want constantly training.” 

“Oh, you will soon leave off regretting these 
things when we arrive at Scarborough,” said Flora, 
rather impatiently ; “and now, Caroline, have you 
not worked enough? let us fetch our bows and 
arrows and try shooting till we go in.” 

“T should like to shoot, but I am afraid I must 
finish this first.” 

“What common sort of thing are you _ 
Caroline?” 
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“Tt is a brown holland jacket for goimg out in 
summer, for gardening, and running about, and I 
daresay I shall find it very nice and cool by the 
seaside.” : 

“ Have you made it all yourself?” 

“Yes, this and three others, and cut it out my- 
self, too. Mamma gave me a long piece of the 
stuff, and a paper pattern, and said I was to cut it 
into four jackets. Oh! what measuring and con- 
triving 1 had before I could make it do for all 
four.” 

“Now, Caroline, I wonder what can possibly be 
the use of making you do all that. My mamma is 
just the same, so you need not colour up, and ima- 
gine that I am reproaching Mrs. Leslie, but where 
can be the use of our learning to do common sew- 
ing. We shall both have plenty of money. You 
will have much more than I shall, I heard papa 
say, and as we can always have a maid to do these 
things for us, or let them be made by dressmakers, 
I do not see any sense in learning to do a thing that 
we never shall do when we are grown up. Yes- 
terday, for instance, mamma spent half-an-hour in 
shewing me how to darn my own sock, with a great 
long needle, a nasty thing pricking my fingers dread- 
fully every minute, and I am sure it was only waste 
of her patience and of my temper, and waste of a 

C 


18 FICKLE FLORA. 


sock, and a heap of cotton, for you never saw such 
a thing as the sock became.” 

“As to the riches we are likely to possess,” 
replied Caroline, “that is a terrible uncertainty. 
Think of ‘ Les petits Emigrés.’ Those children had 
not only to do these sort of things for themselves, 
but to work at a trade in order to feed themselves.” 

“Oh! the French revolution; but events like 
that so very seldom happen, and if it came to such 
extremes as in that book, I think it would be real 
fun having to do all entirely for one’s-self. I should 
rather like that, but I don’t like living like a lady’s 
child, and also being obliged to do common tiresome 
work.” 

“Well, Flora, supposing we do not become poor 
emigrants, but remain rich ladies, we shall have to | 
manage and order our own servants, and unless we 
know ourselves how to do things, we cannot shew 
them.” 

“You might as well say that we ought to know 
how to clean houses, and how to cook every- 
thing.” 

“Y daresay all grown up ladies do know those 
things. I remember one new cook that we had, 
making some curry for papa, and he said the rice 
was very badly done, and the next day mamma 
went and shewed the cook how to boil rice for curry ; 
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so she had learned it at some time in her life, and I 
daresay we shall.” 

“Now I remember that I have heard mamma 
say, ‘This wanted more boiling or more soaking,’ so 
she knows too how things must be cooked. But it 
is very stupid of the cooks, Caroline; they ought to 
learn all those things, not we.” 

“The best way, Flora, is to try to learn what 
we are told, without thinking whether it will be use- 
ful or not. I shall remember the canary, and let 
mamma judge for me!” 

“But these stupid kind of things take up so 
much time,” replied Flora. “I want to learn the 
harp, and often beg mamma to let me begin; then 
she says, I have so many common things yet to learn 
that the harp must be put off. What a long time 
we have spent here in this sewing, and how willingly 
I would have practised on the harp for that time. 
There is our bell,” she exclaimed, starting up. “Only 
Sunday and one more day before we shall be off!” 
and, separating, each ran away to her own home. . 

There was so much to do on Monday in packing 
and arranging for the move, that Flora and Caroline 
could only exchange a signal flag or two, to say, 
“Too busy ;” “Can’t come ;” “ Are you taking your 
music books?” and so on. Neither did they see 
each other on Tuesday morning. Flora’s family 
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started the earliest, and arrived during the afternoon 
at the lodgings in Scarborough. Flora was eager to 
take a run upon the shore that very moment, and 
was rather annoyed when her mother desired that 
her own particular little trunk should be unpacked, 
and her books, her music, her workbox, and all her 
own property, should be neatly arranged before she 
went out. With a little grumbling this was accom- 
plished, and she had just finished placing her books 
on the table that her mamma had set apart for les- 
sons in the corner of the drawing-room, when she 
heard a knock at the door, and Caroline sprang into 
the room. | 

“Oh! are you come,” cried Flora, clapping her 
hands ; “I was afraid you would not be here till 
evening.” | 

“We are not only here,” replied Caroline, “but 
all my things are unpacked, and so I see are yours ; 
and I am longing to go to the shore, and mamma is 
waiting for me below. Will you come ?” 

Flora’s mamma said that she felt tired, and did 
not wish to go out that evening, so Flora ran off 
with her friend. 


CHAPTER IL 


The Spa Bridge—Some Talk about the Sea and the Shore—The 
Old Town and Castle—The Morning Walk—New Faces—The 
Spa Well—The Tides—A Little Geography—The North a 
Variety of Pebbles. 


HE lodgings of both parties were situ- 
4.9/4 ated in a sort of square, on the top of 
i (wf the cliff that overlooks the south bay, 
m7.) and close to a curious bridge called the 
Spa Bridge. Towards this bridge they 
directed their steps. It is narrow, and only intended 
for foot passengers. 

“Oh, mamma,” cried Caroline, “what an immense 
height we are from the ground; it makes me quite 
giddy to look down.” 

“It is, indeed, scarcely pleasant,” replied her 
mamma, “but the view from this bridge is so exten- 
sive and so lovely that we will stand here for a 
while, and look about; and if you do not turn your 
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eyes directly below the bridge, you will not feel 
giddy.” 

“This deep valley,” said Flora, “looks almost as 
if it had been cut purposely ; is 1t not curious that 
there should be just this hollow and the cliff con- 
tinuing so high on both sides of it.” 

“Do you not see, dear Flora, that there is a 
little stream below us, which here finds its way into 
the sea? That stream is the workman who has hol- 
‘lowed out this dell. -You will see presently that the 
cliffs here are very soft and friable, and, therefore, 
easily worn away by water.” 

“And then, mamma,” said Caroline, “this bridge 
has been built in order to cross the dell more quickly.” 

“Yes, when we go down to the terrace on the 
other side you shall taste the mineral water called 
the Spa; and as many people come to Scarborough 
purposely to drink that water, they must have fourid 
it very fatiguing to descend all those steps that you 
see leading down to the shore, and then to remount 
them. Now, by crossing this bridge we can arrive 
at the well by sloping paths, and without wading 
through all the loose sand you see down below. 

“I do not think the sea so pretty as I expected, 
mamma, said Caroline; “I thought it would be 
blue water covered with little white waves, coming 
close up to the land like the water of a lake; but I 
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only see a great width of wet sand. Can we walk 
upon that? I should like to go down close to the 
edge of the water!” 

Flora laughed. “My idea of the sea, Caroline, 
was not like yours! I expected to see very deep, 
dark water, and steep cliffs going sharp down into it. 
{ never thought of all this sand.” 

“ Did you never hear of the tides, either of you ? 
one of the most curious of natural phenomena. You 
surely knew, Caroline, that the water of the sea rises 
and recedes at certain times.” 

“Yes, mamma, but I did not consider how it 
would look. This then is low tide.” 

“Yes; to-morrow you shall see it at the high 
tide, and you will admire it more then, I am sure. 
You see we are now in a bay. Do you know, Flora, 
on what sea we are now looking ?” 

“Oh yes, it is the North Sea, or the German 
Ocean.” 

“ And what country lies on the other side, oppo- 
site to us now ?” 

“ Norway, mamma,” said Caroline. “Only think, 
Flora, nothing between us and the land of bears and 
fir trees, and fiords, and so on.” 

“ Nothing but this wide, open sea,” replied Flora. 
“Oh, I admire it very much. [ think it is very 
grand!” . 
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“TI think so, too, Flora,” said Mrs. Leslie ; “the 
sca 1s always to me a very wonderful part of crea- 
tion. Always moving and rolling on and on, round 
about the shores of the globe, and never infringing 
on the limits marked for it by a mysterious and mar- 
vellous power. This great mass of water flows to a 
certain point on this smooth sand, and there must 
stop, and then return to its depths.” 

“Very wonderful, mamma! Pray let us watch 
it to-morrow as it stops and retreats. And now may 
we cross the bridge and go into the garden ?” 

So they went on into a pretty garden constructed 
on the steep slope of the cliff, the winding walks 
were supported by stone buttresses in the steepest 
parts ; many rustic benches and arbours were inter- 
spersed among the shady walks, and the whole 
prettily planted with varieties of ferns and every 
kind of flower that will bear the sea air. They de- 
scended by degrees until they came out on a broad 
handsome walk, protected from the inroads of the 
waves by a strong sea wall and parapet. 

“This is very nice, mamma,” exclaimed Caroline, 
running to the parapet to look over. “Oh, we are 
close upon the sand here; it looks very dry and 
firm. Can we not go down?” 

“We will go out by that gate at the further end 
of the walk, and return if you like by the shore.” 
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“What is in this large building?” asked Flora, 
pointing to the inner side of the walk. ie 


“Those are the concert and ball rooms,” said -~: 


Mrs. Leslie, “there are two very handsome concert | 
rooms, and many people consider the musi¢ and the 
gaiety that goes on in those rooms, the best part of 
a visit to Scarborough.” 

“T should so much like to hear a good concert,” 
cried Flora, “ but still I intend to enjoy the sea-shore 
immensely.” 

“ Mamma, I am surprised to see so many flowers. 
I fancied that gercen flowers would not grow by the 
sea-shore.” 

“Tt is generally supposed that they do not 
flourish ; but you see, here are scarlet geraniums, 
verbenas, and calceolarias flourishing extremely well. 
I have heard it said that the particles of sea salt 
that settle on the plants fill up the pores of the 
more delicate sorts, and so kill the plants; but I 
imagine it must be the rough wind that so frequently 
blows off the sea that injures flowers. These, you 
see, are very much protected from wind by this 
wall, and although they must often be well sprinkled 
with spray, and of course receive all the salt con- 
tained in the air, still have no sharp blasts to endure.” 

“Oh! we have forgotten the mineral spring,” 
cried Flora; “ where is it 2” 
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“It is at the other end of the walk,” said Mrs. 
Leslie, “we came down upon the terrace very near — 
to it. But I forgot it at the time; and now we have 
come to the further end of the walk, we will leave 
it for another day. There is the gate, and we can 
go down on the shore.” 

A little sloping road of stone soon brought them 
on the sand. 7 

“How pleasant it is to walk upon,” said Flora, 
“go smooth and cool. Oh, are you turning back to 
the town? cannot we go on under those cliffs along 
the bay.” 

“You know we came out late, we had better 
not walk further this evening ; we can go as far as 
that southern point of the bay to-morrow if you 
like.” So they turned their steps homewards. 

“That is a fine large cliff, with the ruin upon it, 
mamma,” said Caroline, pointing to the promontory 
that forms the north shore of the bay. 

“Yes, it is extremely picturesque; the ruin is 
one of our oldest Norman fortresses. We will walk 
up to the castle some day. And the old town looks 
very well, covering the slope from the top of the 
cliff down to the shore.” 

“What are all those ships, is there a harbour ?” 

“Yes, a small and not efficient harbour. You 
can see the pier at the outer side and a small light- 
house. Altogether, it 1s a pretty scene.” 
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“Why do you call that the old town, mamma? 
is there a new ?” 

“That is the original seaport and fishing town 
of Scarborough; all the terraces, and squares, and 
streets above, have been entirely built during the 
last few years for the sake of visitors, and besides 
this bay there is another larger bay on the north 
side of the castle, and all along the cliff that over- 
looks that bay are more terraces and streets, quite 
another town.” | 

“Which bay is the prettiest, mamma ?” 

“TI scarcely can say. I like the north bay very 
much, the sands there are beautiful, far better than 
on this side, and it is much quieter. There is no 
Spa there, nor concert rooms, or garden, and conse- 
quently it is much less thronged with visitors. It 
is quite a matter of taste which you may prefer.” 

“When we have seen the north bay, and the 
castle,” said Flora, “and have been to this southern 
point, we shall have seen all there is to see, so then 
we can begin searching for sea-weeds, and sea ane- 
mones, and all those curious sort of things.” 

“ All is at present quite new to you, Flora,” said 
Mrs. Leslie smiling, “and therefore most delightful.” 

“ Do you not, then, think those things interest- 
ing ?” asked Flora. | 

“Indeed I do,” replied Mrs. Leslie, “ the marvel- 
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lous vegetable and animal productions of the sea- 
shore present a study of infinite variety and beauty. 
I did not mean to say that in reality these ee 

are only interesting whilst new.” | 

“But you think that J very soon tire of any 
pursuit ; certainly, I do like things best that are 
new. This walk for instance, I have enjoyed it a 
thousand times more than if we had been walking 
in our own park, because I know every step of that, 
and am tired of it, whilst this sea, and sand, and 
cliffs, and the whole thing, is quite new. Do you 
think it wrong to like new things ?” 

“No, dear Flora, very right and very desirable 
that people should appreciate new scenes, and should 
have new ideas awakened now and then by novelty. 
But I do not think it desirable that you should 
‘feel tired of your own home, merely because you © 
know every step in it.” 

“Oh, mamma,” cried Caroline, “does not that 
sound odd? J like things better because they are 
old, and I have known them so long, and Flora dis- 
likes them for the very same reasons.” 

“Tt merely shews your different dispositions. 
Flora is the most volatile, and the quickest at 
taking in new impressions. You are much slower, 
and having once made a thing your own, you cling : 
to it and love it.” 
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“But I, too, love some things that are old to me. 
Caroline, for instance. I have had her for a com- 
panion ever since I can remember, but I am not 
tired of her.” 

“ Have any other companions ever been thrown 
in your way, Flora?” 

“No, I think not, I do not remember any ; but 
I am certain I should never feel tired of Caroline.” 

_ “And I am sure that I shall never even begin. to 
like any other girl,” said Caroline. “Iam so glad we 
both came to Scarborough ; I should have been quite 
lonely here with only you, mamma.” 

“That is very complimentary, Caroline,” said 
Mrs. Leslie, laughing ; “ but I quite agree with you, 
that you would very much have wanted a play- 
fellow younger than myself. Now, we must turn 
up here,” she said, as they came opposite the 
bridge. | 

“What an immense height it is,” exclaimed 
Flora, “ one can almost fancy it quite unsafe.” 

“Those arches are seventy feet high,” said Mrs. 
Leslie. “They are certainly very slight, but you 
must remember that no horse or carriage goes 
across, and the weight and the shaking caused by 
foot. passengers is very small. The only part of it 
which appears to me insecure is this middle pier, 
which is placed in the reservoir where the stream is 
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banked up, and it gives the idea that the founda- 
tion might be loosened by the water. But I sup- 
pose there may have been some good reason for so 
placing it.” 

“It is very pretty,” said Caroline, “to see the 
road and the trees through the bridge. What is that 
strangely-shaped round house a little way up the 
hill 2” 

“That is the museum. A great many curiosities 
are arranged there, and a collection of stuffed birds 
and insects, and minerals. We shall go some day, 
perhaps often, to see it, when you are a little tired of 
the sea-shore. Now we go up these steps.” 

_ As they were slowly mounting the steps, Flora 
asked whether Caroline was to have the same hours 
for her lessons as at home. 

“Not quite, I think,” said Mrs. Leslie; “I wish 
her to be out of doors a great deal whilst we are 
here. I should like her to have an hour’s run on 
the shore before breakfast, and then to go out again 
till about eleven. During the heat of the day it will 
be best to remain in the house, and lessons can be 
done then. And afterwards shall we take a good 
walk in the cool of the evening ?” 

“Yes! how do you like that plan, Flora? do 
you think your mamma would lke you to have the’ 
same hours ?” 
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“Yes, I think she would; for mamma is not a. 
very good walker, and I can go out with Caroline. 
I am sure she will like it. So I shall ask her to let 
me go out and stay in just when Caroline does.” 

“T dare say she will have no objection to your 
going out together in the mornings without me. You 
will keep to this bay, or remain in the Spa gardens, 
and in the evenings I shall generally be able to walk 
with you.” 

“Then, Flora,” said Caroline, “ you will come on 
the Spa bridge to-morrow morning at eight o’clock, 
if you have leave !” and so they parted. 

Very beautiful on a calm summer morning is the 
sea-shore! The sparkling, heaving mass of live-look- 
ing water gives a sort of animation to the landscape 
that is wanting in a purely rural scene. So Caroline 
thought, as she leant against the side of the bridge 
waiting the arrival of her friend. The water was 
much higher than it had been the previous evening, 
and was falling on the sand in gentle little waves. 
There was a sort of hum rising from the distant 
pier where a crowd of boatmen, fish vendors, women, 
and children were assembled. The castle cliff stood 
out clear and sharp against the blue sky, and the 
southern point of the bay looked so near and so dis- 
tinct, that Caroline could scarcely imagine it to be 
two miles distant, as her mamma had said. She 


32 FICKLE FLORA. 


thought she could have remained there motionless 
all day ; and, in fact, it must have been full half an 
hour before Flora’s cheerful voice addressed her. 
“Oh! you are here already, Caroline !” | 

“Indeed I have been here a long time,” returned 
Caroline ; “stay here a little while and admire this 
lovely view! How I should like to go smoothly 
across that wide sea till I began to see the opposite 
shore, very faint at first, and then by degrees per- 
ceiving trees, and houses, and fields, and people!” 

“Yes,” returned Flora, “it looks just now very 
bright and pleasant; but I do not believe that we 
should in reality like a sea voyage at all!” 

“No, perhaps not! but it is nice in imagination, 
at any rate, on such a morning as this.” 

“JY wonder whether we shall bathe,” said Flora. 
“Look at the machines down there! how small the 
people look, and how curious, popping about in the 
water.” 

“T should not at all like to bathe,” said Caroline, 
“with so many people close about. Let us come 
into the garden, and then down to look at the well.” 

There were a great number of people in the 
garden, and among them very many children. 

“Oh! Caroline,” whispered Flora, “look what 
pretty girls—they seem about our age—and how 
prettily they are dressed.” 
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But Caroline had no eyes excepting for the sea, 

and the cliffs, and the blue sky. 
“Did you notice them 2” asked Flora, when they 
had passed. 
_ “No indeed, not much. I saw three girls and a 
lady, but I did not look at,them particularly.” 

“One was of my size, and one about yours, and 
a younger one. The eldest had beautiful curly hair 
and rosy cheeks, and the second was a darker girl 
with black eyes, and they looked so merry, and were 
beautifully dressed.” 

“JY should not like to be beautifully dressed 
here,” said Caroline, “I wish to go down by the 
waves, and to hunt for weeds and sea creatures, so 
the commoner clothes I wear here, the more com- 
fortable I shall be.” 

“J think I should like to “ROW those girls,” si 
Flora. I wonder who they are.” : 

* I do not wish to know any girl but you, Flora,” 
replied Caroline, “at any rate, whilst we are here, 
where there is so much to see and to do.” 

“Where can that well be,” she continued, look- 
ing round as they stepped down on the terrace. “I 
do not see anything in the least like a well.” 

“There are some people going down those steps,” 
said Flora; “perhaps they may lead to it.” 


So they followed down the flight of steps, and 
D 
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found themselves in a sort of round court, walled 
and paved. 

“Is the Spa Well here?” asked Caroline of a 
woman who stood at the bottom of the steps. 

“Yes, miss,” she replied ; “the water runs from 
those two spouts; you can taste it, if you like.” 

On each side of the circular court, was a small 
fountain, or rather running pipe, and on a stone 
table in the middle were a number of glasses with 
long handles. 

Flora took one of these, and held it under the 
pipe ; then she tasted it. 

“Why, it has scarcely any taste at all. It is 
fresh and cold—try, Caroline.” 

“T think it tastes a little of iron,’ said she, 
finishing the glass, “ but it is not disagreeable ; now 
let us try the other.” | 

The second fountain had rather a stronger taste 
of iron. 

“What is the water good for, | wonder?” said 
Caroline. 

“YT never heard,” replied Flora; “happily for us, 
we are not sick, and do not need it. Now let us go 
on the sands for a little while. Oh, the tide is very 
high.” 

“ But there is still plenty of sand left to walk 
on. Come, Flora!” 
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“TI suppose the tide is going down now. Do 
you see, Caroline, how wet all this sand is? There 
is the mark where the last wave has reached, and then 
stopped, as your mamma was saying, by some mys- 
terious power. Let us go close to the edge of the 
waves; how pretty they are, rolling over so gently. 
I like the sea this morning much better than I did 
last night.” 

“Tt looks nicer certainly when it is high up on 
the shore, but we shall only be able to find weeds, 
and shells, and zoophytes when the tide is low; then 
we can climb upon the rocks, and search about in 
the crannies for all sorts of curious things.” 

“TY think I should never be tired of watching 
these waves,” said Caroline, “but I shall enjoy find- 
ing odd things; when shall we begin 2?” 

“We must find out when the tide is low,” re- 
plied Flora; “it was quite low last night when we 
came down here about six o’clock—I suppose it will 
be the same to-night.” 

“Not quite the same, Flora; it is a little bit 
later every day, and the high tide, which is twice in 
twenty-four hours, is at intervals of twelve hours, so 
it will not have been quite so low yesterday at six, 
for you see it has only just turned back now, and 
it is scarcely nine,” | 


36 FICKLE FLORA. 


“No; then it must have been coming up -last 
night when we saw it.” 7 

“Yes; and would have been high about half- 
past eight, and was high this morning only a little 
later, to-morrow a litle later still, and the next day 
later still.” 

“But when will it be low?” 

“Why, six hours from the time it is high—to- 
day about half-past two.” 

“Well, we must wait until low tide late in the 
afternoon ; but, Caroline, how do you know about 
the tide? I did not.” 

“T was asking papa about it last night, and he 
told me a little, that the rise and fall of tides are 
supposed to be caused by the attraction of the 
moon, and that their time varies according to the 
motion of the moon. But he said that it was a 
very difficult subject, and he thought I could not 
understand much more about it at present.” _ 

“Well, we can at any rate make a pretty good 
guess about the times of high and low tide, and 
that is all we want. Had we not better go home 
now ?” 

“Yes, | am afraid we must go; I am quite sorry 
to leave this delightful shore.” 

“ By the time we go home again,” said Flora, 
laughing, “you will have as many regrets for the 
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waves as you had for the garden, and the birds, and 
all the things at home.” 

“Not quite, I think,” venti Caroline, “ and you 
know we ought to make the most of the sea, as we 
only have it for a short time.” 

“And now we must really run home,” said 
Flora ; “do you hear that clock striking ?” 

A. busy morning followed, the time passed plea- 
santly to Flora, who at all times liked her lessons, 
and who, naturally volatile, could easily turn her 
mind from one subject to another. Not so bright 
to Caroline was her first day’s study at Scarborough, 
for though desirous and eager to learn, she was so 
much impressed by the novelty and wonder of the 
mighty sea, that she could not prevent herself from 
dwelling on the idea, and pondering over it. Luckily 
her mother understood what passed in Caroline’s 
mind, and knowing that her distracted attention 
was not the sign of an empty, idle, disposition, it 
was passed over with but little comment, and to- 
wards evening the two little girls met again in the 
square. 

“ Now, Mrs. Leslie,” cried Flora, springing about 
from one side of the path to the other, “where shall 
we go? There is the castle-hill, and there is Oliver’s 
Mount, and the Museum, and the point at the end 
of the bay.” | | | 
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“And the north bay, on the other side of the 
castle,” said Caroline. 

“I propose, then,” said Mrs. Leslie, “that we 
shall first go to the north bay, then we shall have a 
good idea of the position of the town and the castle 
promontory. Do you not like, Flora, when you go 
to a new place, to have a kind of map in your head 
of all the localities? I never feel myself quite 
comfortable anywhere until I know how we are 
placed on the globe, what is behind us, and what 
before us, and so on.” 

“That sounds very odd,” said Flora, laughing, 
“J know geography very well, mamma says, but I 
never imagined myself standing on the world any- 
where.” 

“T think I do sometimes, mamma,” said Caro- 
line; “I like to think that far away over that sea 
lies Norway and Sweden, and more towards the 
north that there is nothing at all between us and 
the north pole. Nothing, Flora, to prevent us feel- 
ing the air directly off the icebergs.” 

“And what is behind us, Flora?” asked Mrs. 
Leslie. | 

“Why, the land of Yorkshire to be sure.” 

“Yes,” said Caroline, “but think of more than 
that, the whole width of England behind us, before 
we come to any sea again.” 
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“ And then?” 

“Then the Insh Sea, then Ireland, and then 
another wide, wide ocean. It makes me feel like a 
fly, mamma, like an atom.” 

“So we are atoms compared with « oceans and 
lands; and then this beautiful coast, these cliffs 
and sands, with the sea bounding all, do not they 
lead you to think of their continuity all round our 
island ?” 

“Bays, and promontories, and sands, and waves, 
over and over, mamma, all down the eastern coast, 
then along the shore of the English Channel.” _ 

“Then up again, along the coast of Wales,” said 
Flora. 

“ And then,” said Mrs. Leslie, “a wonderful variety 
of islands, and inlets, and gulfs, and seas, and rocky 
caverns, all along the western coast of Scotland.” 

“Then round the top of Scotland, mamma.” 

“Yes, a most wild and extraordinary coast, 
craggy cliffs, such as you cannot conceive, rushing 
currents and eddies of the sea that are fearful.” 

“Then, mamma,” said Caroline, “we should ré- 
turn all down the east coast of Scotland.” 

“Yes, a coast rich with relics of history and 
interesting spots; and then, again, come our quieter 
but beautiful English shores.” 

“It would be very pleasant,” said Flora, “to 
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make an expedition quite round England and Scot- 
land, and to visit all the remarkable places, and to 
learn all about them.” 

“To visit them all would indeed be very plea- 
sant and amusing, but to learn all about them 
would, I doubt, be rather too much for your little 
heads.” 

“There would be all the history of each place,” 
said Caroline. 

“And who first. discovered or possessed it,” 
added Mrs. Leslie. “Whether savage Briton, or 
warlike Roman, or rude Saxon, or knightly Nor- 
man. Whether the site of the modern town was 
once the bottom of some ocean, or the now woody 
height perhaps in former ages a fierce desolating 
volcano.” 

“ And what plants and trees grow and oun 
best in each place,” said Flora. 

“ And how the inhabitants now live, and trade, 
and thrive,” added Mrs. Leslie. 

“Oh, mamma,” cried Caroline, “we should in- 
deed have to content ourselves with learning just 
the chief things about the places on our coast journey.” 

Whilst they were talking they had passed 
through the streets of the town, and now emerged 
again on the top of the cliff which overhangs the 
north bay. 
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“Here is a fine open view,” said Mrs. Leslie; 
“this bay is so much less confined than the southern 
side of the castle rock, that I think I prefer it.” 

“ But it is so much livelier on the other side,” 
said Flora, “so many people moving about, and the 
port, and the fishermen, and the bathing, make it 
much more amusing.” | 

“YT acknowledge that this is much quieter, but I 
like to see that long expanse of shore, with the 
smooth unbroken sand, and then the castle cliff is 
much finer on this side, so steep and inaccessible. 
. Which do you prefer, Caroline ?” 

“T did not know at first, mamma, and when 
Flora spoke so decidedly 1 thought I could not say 
distinctly what is my opmion. But now I know I 
should like to lave on this side, with nothing but the 
wide sea and the quiet sand, and that grand cliff, 
and I should now and then go to the south bay for 
a time to see and enjoy all the bustle.” 

“Well, then, you combine my taste and that of 
Flora,” said her mother, “or rather the old and the 
young idea !” 

Flora laughed, “I always say, Girone: that you 
are like an old woman! But I do not mean,” she 
added, colouring, “that you are an old woman, Mrs. 
Leslie.” 

“Do uot fear that I shall misinterpret you, 
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Flora,” said Mrs. Leslie, “I know perfectly what you 
mean about Caroline ; she is often a little bit steadier 
than yourself, but you see she has also a slight touch 
of your youth, and does not entirely approve of my 
quiet shore. Shall we go down ?” 

“ Here are the steps,” cried Flora, rushing down 
the path ; it was rather steep and rather muddy, 
being supported here and there by rude steps of 
wood. Flora had started with such impetus, that 
she soon found herself obliged to run as fast as 
possible; and towards the lower end it was as much 
as she could do to keep her feet. 

Mrs. Leslie and Caroline followed rather more 
slowly. 

* Now, Mrs. Leslie,” cried Flora, as they ap- 
proached her, “I am sure you cannot prefer this 
nasty, dirty, rough path, to the stone steps and nice 
gravel walks in the Spa garden. I could have run 
down there quite pleasantly.” 

“ But, my dear Flora,” said Mrs. Leslie, “ Caro- 
line and I have come down quite pleasantly. Was 
it not your own will and pleasure to rush oon the 
cliff like a wild bull.” 

“Not exactly,” replied Flora; “I did not begin 
running at quite such arate : but now I will really en- 
joy these lovely sands; how smooth and fine they are!” 

“T believe you may find some pretty pebbles 
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here. If you take a little trouble, there are carne- 
lians, agates, and onyxes on this coast, I believe. 
Bring me several, and I will shew you what kind of 
outsides they have.” 

Many handfuls were brought, and Mrs. Leslie at 
last picked out three or four that shone transparently 
when held up to the light, and were of a yellowish 
or reddish colour. These, she thought, were carne- 
lians. And a few that had a mottled whitish sort 
of outside were kept, as likely to prove agates; and 
in seeking these pebbles, and in watching the waves, 
they had wandered to some distance along the bay, 
and were surprised, on turning, to find at what a 
distance the castle cliff appeared. 

“Come, my dear girls,” said Mrs. Leslie, “we 
must hurry home. Do not collect any more pebbles 
now. I will have these cut for you by a lapidary. 
It is a pretty process, and you shall see it done.” 

“Which are the best kinds of pebbles, mamma ?” 
asked Caroline. 

.“I can scarcely say,” replied Mrs. Leslie. “The 
carnelian, chalcedony, onyx, sardonyx, Mocha stone, 
and bloodstone, are all varieties of agate, which is a 
very pure silica; and the varieties of colour are 
chiefly produced by minute infusions of iron.” 

“And how are we to distinguish the different 
pebbles from each other ?” asked Caroline. 
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“Carnelian is the commonest on this shore,” said 
Mrs. Leslie ; “it is of one uniform colour, not striped 
or varied, it is either a shade of clear red or yellowish, 
~ and sometimes it is quite white. This sort is much 
used for seals, and formerly valuable designs were 
engraved upon it, that are now termed gems. Very 
large handsome carnelians are found in Japan ; what 
we have here are comparatively very small and 
poor.” 

“Then, mamma, what 1s chalcedony like ?” 

“Chalcedony is so called because it was first 
found and valued at Calchedon, or Chalcedon in 
Bythynia. This is also uniform in colour, generally 
a pale muddy yellow, or whitish yellow. It is found 
in larger pieces than carnelian, but I do not think it 
half so pretty.” 

“T know what onyx is like,” said Flora; “ Papa 
has a large seal of it ; it is striped white and brown.” 

“Yes, and sometimes it is varied by bluish or 
grey stripes. This stone has been used for cutting 
cameos; it is coloured as you described, Flora, in 
stripes or layers. Now suppose a white layer at the 
top of the stone, a head or figure is sketched upon 
that, and all round the design, the white layer is cut 
away until the brown or grey layer beneath is 
reached, so that the figure appears raised in white 
upon a brown ground.” 
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“Oh! mamma has one of those carvings,” cried 
Flora, “some beautiful little white figures standing 
out on a brown ground.” 

“Your mamma’s, I think, is one of the modern 
Roman cameos, they are cut in shell, and have just 
the same effect as the antique onyxes.” 

“Then the sardonyx ?” asked Caroline. 

“That is a variety of onyx, with more yellow 
and a more beautiful colour in the brown stripe. I 
believe they are more rare, and therefore more valu- 
able than the onyx. These two last are found in 
various parts of the shores of the Mediterranean, and 
I doubt whether good specimens are ever met with 
here.” 

“TI have seen a moss agate,” said Flora, “which I 
thought very beautiful ; it seemed to contain little 
branches of brown moss.” 

“They were in reality bits of brown moss. I 
think myself that the moss agate is by far the 
prettiest of this class of pebble; it is very trans- 
parent chalcedony, varied by different infusions of 
coloured earths and iron, and often by the sili- 
ceous particles having enclosed during the progress 
of formation—bits of moss, or sponge, sometimes 
coral, or madrepore, and sometimes even the clear 
erystal-looking stone has within it an actinia, or what 
people often call a zoophyte, one of those curious live 
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flowers, which are among the beautiful wonders of 
the sea-shore.” 

“Oh, mamma, I should so much like to find one of 
those creatures turned to stone.” 

“T fear you will not find one here ; they are nume- 
rous and large on our southern coast. I have seen 
them at Bognor, and at Hastings, and other places 
on the Sussex coast, and I have one or two at home. 
But you must content yourselves here with car- 
nelians, and the smaller kinds of agates. Those 
fortification agates are very pretty, they have paral- 
lel white lines, like the walls of a fortification, but I 
think that this kind should really be considered as 
small onyxes.” | 

“Do you know,” said Caroline, “that there is a 
bay somewhere near here called Carnelian Bay 2?” 

“Yes, it is beyond the southern point of the 
south bay, we will go there before we leave, and by 
searching well, we may chance to find larger pebbles 
than on this shore. And now we are approaching 
home, so we will say good night to you, Flora, and ~ 
may renew our search for pebbles to-morrow.” 

“Perhaps we may find some good ones before 
you are up, mamma. Do not be late, Flora.” 


CHAPTER IIL. 


Flora’s Curiosity —Her Love of Variety—-The Museum—The 
Aquarium and its Wonders—New Friends. 


(CHC HEN the little girls met next morning, 
AW Caroline was eager to go down to the 
\af\t?} shore, and to renew her search for 
6Y1/) pebbles, but Flora rather wished to 
“ linger about the walks of the Spa 
— in order that she might again see the little 
girls who had so taken her fancy. “Do stay here, 
Caroline,” said she. “It is far pleasanter here than 
on the shore with no shade from this hot sun.” 

“ But, Flora,” urged Caroline, “do not you wish 
to find some more of those beautiful pebbles. I 
shall not be satisfied until I have one tolerably good 
specimen of each sort.” 

“ach sort, Caroline! don’t you remember that 
your mamma said only a few kinds were to be seen 
on these shores.” 
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“Yes! but I should like to find all that can be 
found, and perhaps we may go to a lapidary this 
afternoon to see them cut.” 

“Well, but we already have several for the man 
to begin upon. Now do, Caroline, give up your 
shore and your pebbles this morning, and let us run 
up and down these shady pretty walks.” 

Caroline gave way, saying, “ Very well, Flora, I 
shall stay here, as you wish it so much, but pray tell 
me your reason for preferring shady walks, which 
we certainly can have at home, to the sea-shore 
which we cannot have.” 

“If you must know,” said Flora, smiling, “ it 1s 
that I wish again to meet those three pretty girls, 
and if I can describe them exactly to mamma, per- 
haps she will find out who they are, and will get 
acquainted with them. I quite long to know 
them.” 

Caroline said nothing, but thought to herself, “I 
am quite contented and happy with Flora for a 
companion ; but I am not sufficient for her, I sup- 
pose, and I am afraid that I must be a very dull 

7 1.” 
- And the feeling that Flora considered her so, did 
- not tend to make her more lively that morning ; 
and at length, as they wandered up and down the 
walks, Flora remarked— 


THE NEW FRIENDS. 49 


“ Come, Caroline, talk a little ; you are unusually 
quiet this morning. What is the matter ?” 

“T felt sorry,” replied Caroline, “that you should 
be so eager for other companions. J want nobody 
but you, and I suppose that you must find me very 
dull and stupid.” 

“No! not at all, you silly girl,” said Flora, 
laughing. “ You are a very good companion, and I 
like you very much, but that 1s no reason why I 
should not also like others. You must not want to 
keep me all to yourself, Caroline, for, I assure you, I 
mean to have a great many friends when I grow 
up, and to make acquaintance with all the pleasant 
people I can find. So don’t be jealous! There 
they are! I declare,” cried she; and she darted down 
to the walk below, into which the admired trio had 
just passed. Caroline followed slowly, but the three 
sisters were sauntering along at so slow a pace, that 
Caroline came up with Flora, who followed them at 
a little distance. 

“T hope they will turn round soon,” whispered 
Flora ; “I want to have a good look at them.” And 
she had her wish, for at the upper end of the walk 
they turned, and came down again. 

“Now, do look at them well,” again whispered 
Flora, as they approached. The three sisters seemed 


equally desirous to scrutinize Caroline and Flora, 
B 
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and as they passed closely by, they scanned them 
from head to foot. 

“There,” said Flora, when they were out of hear- 
ing, “they examined us as much as I examined 
them; I do hope that I shall know them. What 
do you think of them, Caroline ?” 

“J think they are very pretty, and, as you said 
the other day, beautifully dressed; but I thought 
they stared at us very rudely, and with a sort of 
smile that seemed quizzing.” 

“Nonsense, Caroline!” replied Fone: “why 
should they quiz us? Weare not dressed so smartly 
as they are this morning, but we are altogether quite 
as nice looking. No! no! I dare say they noticed 
us, as being about their own age, and very likely 
wished that they could know us. I think the eldest 
is the pleasantest looking.” 

“TI thought the youngest was the gentlest look- 
ing, and not quite so well satisfied with herself as 
her sisters appear to be!” 

“How sarcastic you are, Caroline,” said Flora, 
shaking off her friend’s arm; “they look very merry, 
and very nice, but you will not think so, because you 
do not wish me to like them as well as I like you.” 

“Well,” said Caroline, smiling, “I confess there 
is some truth in that; but take my arm again, and 
I will not be jealous of them, even if you do become 
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great friends, because I hope that you will have suf- 
ficient love for me and them too.” 

“Do not you mean to like them too, then ?” 

“No! I care nothing about knowing them, and 
do not want to have many friends.” 

“You are an odd girl, Caroline! but come, have 
not you in your sober wisdom found out that we 
shall be late for breakfast, unless we run up. You 
see my steadiness, after all, is less disturbed than 
yours, by the idea 7 these beautiful girls. Come 
now, quick !” 

"And they arrived at the end of the Spa bridge 
pannng and out of breath. 

“Which would you prefer this afternoon, chil- 
dren ?” asked Mrs. Leslie, as they stood at the end 
of the bridge that afternoon. “Shall we walk along 
the shore beneath the cliff, perhaps as far as that 
point; or shall we spend the afternoon in the 
museum 2” 

There was a as hesitation before they could 
decide. 

“It isa lovely afternoon, mamma, for the choi? 
said Caroline. 

“But very hot,” added Flora; “and I dare say 
it is cool and nice inside that museum.” 

“Then we will manage this way,”. said Mrs. 
Leslie; “there is an aquarium,.or case containing 
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water for live marine productions, in the museum, 
we will just go in to look at that; and a little later 
in the afternoon, when the heat of the sun will be 
less, we can go a little way along the shore, and see 
if we can find anything similar.” 

This was readily agreed to, and they turned their 
steps first to the museum, rather an ugly circular 
building not far from the Spa bridge. The entrance 
presented many objects which would have tempted 
the little girls to remain, but Mrs. Leslie said, “Not 
to-day, Caroline, we came here with one object, and 
_ we will keep to that; do not contract a habit of 
- being diverted from your purpose by the first thing 
that presents itself.” 

“ Now, dear Mrs. Leslie,” cried Flora, “although 
you addressed that observation to Caroline, I feel 
sure that you almost meant it all for me, for really 
that is not one of Caroline’s failings ; but I fear it is 
one of mine. I know [ like to fly off from whatever 
I am about, to the first amusing thing that comes in 
my way.” 

“Tf you are conscious of such a failing, Flora,” 
replied Mrs. Leslie, “there are hopes that you will 
determine to overcome it. But I fancy, sometimes, 
that you have a little affection for your own bad 
habits or faults, and rather cling to them than try 
to rid yourself of them. Is it not so ?” 
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Flora blushed. “Do you think that I am quite 
true and honest; I mean, that I really say what 
I think and believe.” 

“Yes, indeed I do, Flora; that is one of your 
best traits.” 

“Well, then, I shall tell you, that I do not try 
very much to mend that, and many other small 
faults ; for after all, it is but a small fault.” 

“ Before we talk of that especial fault, pray, let 
me know why it is that you do not try to mend all 
small faults; or rather to throw them off from you 
altogether ?” | 

“Tt is because I always think that very good 
precise people are rather tiresome. Even Caroline ; 
do not be vexed with me if I say that sometimes I 
wish she were less particular, less desirous to be 
always right and good; she would be more amusing 
to me, and we should have more fun.” 

“And, dear Flora! do you truly imagine your- 
self to be so near perfection that were you to im- 
prove in goodness, you would frighten away lively 
people like yourself by your extreme faultlessness ? 
As we are just now speaking the entire truth, I 
must confess that excessive conceit appears to be 
one of these small faults of yours, that you deem so © 
charming.” | 

“ Now, you are laughing at me,” said Flora, half 
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vexed, and half amused ; “but do you not really 
think yourself, that some people are too good.” 

“Too good, Flora!” said Mrs. Leslie, gravely ; 
“can any human being be good at all? ‘Too good 
is no word to apply to even the best and wisest of 
mankind. Has any man ever approached nearly to 
the goodness of our divine model? No, my little 
erring friend, you think too lightly of these things. 
Trust me, there is no fault so trivial that it may 
wisely be let alone, and not battled with, and no 
fault that is really in the least pleasing. Pray, be- 
lieve this, and now let us follow Caroline.” 

“She has kept fast to her object, you see,” said 
Flora; “she did not even wait to hear our discus- 
sion.” And they followed her through the first room 
full of curiosities into a small inner apartment, where 
stood the aquarium. This was a large glass case, 
the four sides and the bottom being of glass, and 
the top open to the air. 

It was filled with sea water; but these recep- 
tacles for marine curiosities are now so well known, 
that I need not particularly describe it. Flora and 
Caroline, however, had not before seen one of these 
glass cases or its inhabitants, therefore to them it 
was novel and interesting. Caroline was standing 
by the glass, with her attention fixed on some of its 
strange contents. “Oh, mamma!” she exclaimed 
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when they entered, “how long you have stayed 
talking out there; do come, Flora, look at this lovely 
little pink flower spreading out its leaves on the top 
of a curious lump of pinkish brown stuff. I know it 
is a live animal, but it is much more like a flower.” 

“It is indeed very like a flower,” cried Flora, 
“and look at its necklace of bright blue beads; now, 
Mrs. Leslie, is it true that this is an animal? Do 
you believe that yourself?” | 

“Tt is truly a living creature,” said Mrs. Leslie ; 
“it can eat, digest its food, and move from place to 
place by its own free will. It is one of a class 
of creatures called Anthozoa, or living flowers. 
There are an immense variety of species of this sin- 
gular portion of creation, and this is an Actinia, one 
of the commonest. That is, it may be found on 
every coast. Now, look on this side of the glass, 
Flora, here are two or three closed up, and just as 
you will find them sticking on the rocks.” 

“Just like small round lumps of brown jelly,’ 
said Flora. 

“This one has little green stripes all over it,” 
said Caroline ; “and, mamma, where do the leaves 
of the flower-like top come from? TI do not see 
any signs of them on these closed ones.” 

“'The leaves, or tentacles, for they are in fact the 
creature’s arms, or feelers, are now folded up and 
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inclosed in the outer skin, which is drawn together 
at the top like a bag. The mouth is in the middle 
of these arms.” 

“ How I should like to see it eat!” 

“Tt will eat insects or small mussels; it seizes 
its food with all its tentacles, and gradually pulls or 
tucks it into its mouth. It is curious what strength 
there is in these small, soft, and delicate-looking 
feelers.” 

“ Look, look, the green one is unwrapping,” cried 
Flora; “how curious, it is even prettier than the 
pink one.” 

“The full name of this little being,” said Mrs. 
Leslie, “is ‘Actinia Mesembryanthemum. Now, 
observe, both of you, how it holds itself on to the 
glass.” 

“Its skin is stretched out like a sucker,” said 
Caroline, “ and clings to the glass.” 

“Yes; and in that way it fixes itself firmly to 
the rocks, and must be detached very gently and 
carefully ; for if you tear or wound the delicate base, 
you will kill the animal. You must take a silver 
knife or small paper cutter, and pick it away by 
degrees.” 

“But we have not a glass case like this; if we 
find any, where can we keep them 2” . | 

“T will shew you how to place them on stones 
in an open basin, it does just as well.” 
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“Now, come here, Caroline,” cried Flora, “ what 
do you think is this green stuff crawling along ? 
Why, it is a crab, and he has actually covered him- 
self with bits of moss and green sea-weed, till he 
looks like anything but himself.” 

“The common name of that curious fellow 1S 
the ‘ Vanity crab,” said Mrs. Leslie; “he really 
does dress himself up in any loose bits of vegetation 
that he finds. Whether his purpose is warmth, or 
to hide himself from some marine enemy, or 
whether it is simply conceit, can be only matter of 
conjecture.” 

“TI am sure that it is conceit, mamma,” said 
Caroline ; “ he is actually walking on his toes in the 
most fussy manner.” 

“Here is a very large crab,” cried Flora; “and 
here is a star fish!” 

“Those star fish are most singular creatures,” 
said Mrs. Leslie; “we will catch one on ‘the rocks, 
and you shall see its curious feet, and see it eat.” 

“ Here is a beautiful little fish,’ continued Flora, 
who was darting round and round the glass case, 
stopping long at nothing; and here is a thing 
shaped like the actinia, but quite white!” 

“That kind,” said Mrs. Leslie, “is brought by 
the fishermen from the deep sea; you see it is much 
larger than the green and pink ones; it is caught 
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occasionally in the fishing nets, but it is not found 
on the rocks that are left bare at low tide. Indeed, 
all the more rare creatures of this species are found 
in deep sea, and can only be obtained by the dredg- 
ing net.” 

“Well, mamma, if we collect all that we can 
find ourselves first, perhaps you will ask some of 
the fishermen to bring us back a few of the better 
sorts ?” 

“Yes; 1 shall not object to that; and, now, 
shall we go down for a short time on the beach, as 
we proposed 2” 

“Qh! first, mamma,” exclaimed Caroline, “ do let 
us stay a little longer to look at this very wonderful 
actinia ; 1t is something like the others, but so much 
more beautiful. Its feelers are thicker and shorter, 
and striped also.” 

“ And what a lovely colour,” cried Flora ; “it is 
salmon colour, is it not 2?” 

“Yes; and it is a very handsome specimen,” 
said Mrs. Leslie ; “these are more difficult to find 
than the first you looked at, because they bury 
themselves in the sand, or cover themselves with 
gravel and bits of stone; and often, when looking | 
most carefully, you pass them by.” 

“ Are they always of the same colour, mamma?” 

“No; their tints are most various, pale lilac, 
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and pink, and delicate shades of green, and a pale 
brown ; in short, almost every colour; I should like 
you to find one of these, because they assume 80 
many different shapes, that it is most interesting to 
watch them. Sometimes they blow themselves out 
into a sort of thin bladder, which quite hides the 
tentacles, and is sometimes beautifully striped ; but 
I have heard that it only does this when the base 
has been injured in taking it ; and, altogether, it is 
more rare and much more delicate than the mesem- 
bryanthemum.” 

“What is the name of this beautiful and rare 
one, mamma?” asked Caroline, as they left the 
museum. | 

“This one is Buxodes Crassicornis.” 

“Do let us find some for ourselves, Caroline,” 
cried Flora, and they hurried down to the shore; 
but the tide was coming up, had just turned, so Mrs. 
Leslie thought they were safer away from the slip- 
pery rocks, and promised to come down with them 
the next day at the time that the tide was going 
down, so that they might have at least a good hour's 
search on the rocks They therefore took a walk 
along the dry sand, Caroline quite content with 
watching her favourite waves, and Flora looking 
forwards to their success on the morrow. 

“ But, Caroline,” said she, as they parted, “ we 
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shall have our morning walk as usual, eight o'clock, 
on the bridge.” 

The next morning Flora was out the first, and 
she sprang to meet Caroline with a very important 
countenance. “I have some news for you, Caroline,” 
said she; “and you shall guess what it is as we go 
down the hill.” 

“Ts it something that gives you great pleasure?” 
asked Caroline, as they walked on arm in arm. 

“Qh! yes, the very cas pleasure; come, now, 
guess quickly.” 

“TI dare say your mamma has given you a nice 
glass aquarium to put your actinia in ho you 
find them.” 

“No! no! something far nicer than that.” 

“Well, then, she has sent for your pony, that 
you may enjoy some rides on these smooth sands.” * 

“Oh! no, Caroline; cannot you think of some- 
thing that would please me far more than such 
things as those.” 

“T believe I shall not be able to guess it,” said 
Caroline—“ please tell me, Flora.” 

“It is about those pretty girls. Now guess.” 

“ Tt must be, then, that your mamma is acquainted 
with them, and will take you to see them.” 

“Yes, that is just the thing; mamma knows 
their mamma, she is Lady Seymour, and I am to go 
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with her to-morrow to call. So I shall know the 
three girls, and can introduce them to you!” 

“T do not at all care about them,” said Caroline, 
_ “but if they come to walk with us I suppose I shall 
know them.” . 

“You will care about them, I am sure, for they 
must be such very nice girls.” 

“Why do you feel so sure they are nice, 
Flora ?” 

“1 do not know, but Ido! Nowdo you remem- 
ber that we argued before about that, and we will 
- not argue again, but wait till we see.” 

“Will you ask them to walk with us, then? I 
shall be quite afraid of speaking to them, I think 
they will not like me. Even you, Flora, think me 
dull and tiresome sometimes, though you have been 
my companion so long.” 

“T dare say they will like me the best,” said 
Flora, “ because I am the liveliest, and talk the most 
to strangers. | wonder whether we shall see them 
this morning.” 

“T hope not, I want to have you to myself as 
long as I can. Let us go on the shore, and I will 
tell you how I am going to keep my actinias. 
Mamma will give me a large common red pottery 
basin or tub, and I shall put in it a collection of 
pretty stones, and bits of rock, with some sea-weed, 
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and as soon as the sea-weed grows properly, I shall 
also put in some marine creatures.” 

“Oh, Caroline, how silly you are; do you think 
sea-weed and fishes will live in a dry red tub 2” 

“Not dry, of course, Flora! I meant to say that 
it is to be filled with sea water, and the sea-weed is 
to purify the water, and keep it fit for the creatures.” 

“But it will be very ugly, Caroline. Where do 
you mean to keep it ?” 

“In the drawing room on a low stool.” 

“YT think I shall not like to have any of these 
things, unless mamma will give me a real nice aqua- 
rium for them.” 

“But it is thought that they will live quite as 
well, if not better, in a flat open tub, without so 
much water. So I am quite eager to try it. We 
will go upon the rocks this afternoon—shall we not, 
Flora ?—and -begin collecting them.” 

“Yes, [ can come to-day, but to-morrow I shall 
be out with mamma.” 

“And I shall have to walk alone with my 
mamma ; it will seem quite strange to be without 
you, Flora.” 

“Tt will only be for one day, for the ay after 
to-morrow most likely we shall all walk together. 
Now we must go back. How are you getting on 
with your lessons now 2” 
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“Quite well, but I did not the first day or two, 
because the different room, and the different hours, 
put me out—I liked my old way best.” 

“T never saw such a girl for old things as you 
are, Caroline.” 

“But just now,” replied Caroline, “I am eager 
to fill my new = tub, so do not be late this after- 
noon.” 

And it was before the usual hour when they met 
again in the square. 


\ 


CHAPTER IV. 


Collecting for an Aquarium—Sea-weeds—How to Commence—An- 
other Visit to the Museum—An Ancient Briton—Lady Seymour 
and her Daughters—Caroline’s Trial. 


FOME along, Flora,” cried Caroline, “let 
us make the most of this day, as we 
shall not have a walk together to- 
morrow. See! I have a basket with 
a tin put inside it for carrying home 
the stones and sea-weed, to prepare my house for 
the actinia.” | 

“Well, I must help you, I suppose,” replied 
Flora, “as | am not ready myself to collect any, I 
have neither glass case or red pan for them yet.” 

“Mamma has given me a beautiful large crockery 
tub.” 

“YT cannot say much for its good looks, Caroline,” 
said Mrs. Leslie, “you must make its beauty by 
filling it with lovely and curious objects. Now we 
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must go down quite upon the rocks, or we shall find 
neither sea-weeds nor actinia; the tide is very suit- 
able this afternoon, as it has left some rocks un- 
covered for us to commence with, and we can follow 
it as it recedes.” . 

“Why, mamma, the rocks are quite grown over 
with this slippery brown sea-weed, we shall never 
get along upon it.” 

“Oh! what disagreeable wet stuff,” cried Flora, 
as she slid about, with difficulty keeping on her feet ; 
“do you like this, Mrs. Leslie ?” 

“JT do not at all mind it,” she replied; “ this is 
the common wrack, which is abundant on most 
shores. You must not go so fast, Flora! walk 
gently, and plant your feet firmly at each step, and 
then you will find it easy enough to walk.” 

“ Where shall we find the pretty sea-weeds and 
some actinia, mamma? are they amongst this brown 
wrack ?” 

“'We shall find them in the little pools between 
the rocks—here is one! a sort of break, you see, in 
the rocks, full of sea water. Do you see, Caroline, 
that there are varieties of small and pretty sea-weeds 
growing on the sides of the pool. We shall take 
some of those, and endeavour to make them grow as 
nicely in your earthenware pan.” 

“Here,” said Flora, “is a pretty feathery-looking 
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pink one! shall I pull it up? I will turn back my 
sleeve!” So saying, she knelt on the side of the 
. pool, and stretched out her bare arm to reach the 
weed, but it was deeper in the water than she 
imagined, and losing her balance on the slippery 
edge, she would have had a complete bath in the 
pool, had not Mrs. Leslie watched her, and caught 
her firmly by the arm. 

~ “Qh! how nearly I was in the water, Mrs, Leslie! 
what a dip I should have had. How can we reach 
the weeds, they are in such deep water?” 

“You must not pull them up without their roots, 
otherwise they will soon die,” said Mrs, Leslie, “We 
will try to break off a little piece of the rock on 
which they grow. You have a long and sharp 
chisel in your basket, Caroline ; give it to me, and we 
will try to take up that little green sea-weed which 
is much nearer the top.” 

“Do you mean this broad-leaved one, mamma ? 
it is not nearly so pretty as the pink bit Flora-was 
trying to reach.” 

“No! it is not so pretty, but it is the best suited 
for your purpose, This green laver will keep the 
sea water fresh and good, far better than any other 
of the sea-weeds, so we will take two or three little 
plants of it.” And stooping carefully, Mrs. Leslie 
struck off with her chisel a large piece of rock, with 
the delicate little plant attached to it. 


THE PINK ACTINIA, «67 


“That is famous,” cried Flora; “ surely that will 
grow very well.” 

“Yes, [ dare say it will,” replied Mrs. Leslie. 
“ Now look about for any other green sorts, they are 
the best.” 

“TI do believe, mamma,” exclaimed Caroline, 
“that I see one of the little pink actinia rather low 
down in the water, come round and look.” 

“Yes, indeed, I see three or four, but only one is 
spread out. You see we shall have no difficulty in 
finding inhabitants for your aquarium. In the very 
first pool we examine here are several.” 

“May I not take one to-day, mamma 2” 

“JT advise you not to doso, for their home in the 
drawing-room will not be fit for their reception to- 
day. Have patience until you have some plants of 
sea-weed growing nicely, and the water looking clear 
and fresh ; to take these little creatures otherwise 
would be wanton cruelty.” 

“Come then, Flora, let us go to another pool and 
find sea-weeds. Mamma, will you take charge of my 
tin with the green laver in it?” _ 

“Certainly! give me your basket and go further 
on; try to find the sea-grass, it has a long flat green 
leaf, and is most probably plentiful here ; indeed you 
may take any green ones that you can find.” , 

So they went on, peeping into all the little 
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pools, and searching along the edges of the rocks. 
They soon learnt to keep their footing on the 
slippery wrack. 

“ Qh! how pleasant this is, mamma,” said Caroline, 
“such a lovely bright day, and finding these weeds 
is so amusing, and then I have Flora all to myself 
to- day! {? 

“ Are you not to have her any more to a 
do you mean, Caroline ?” 

“Not quite, mamma! for she is to know some 
other little girls who are staying here.” 

“Well, that will perhaps be pleasure for both of 
you; it 1s as well sometimes to see others besides 
our own constant friends.” 7 

Flora clapped her hands! “There, Caroline, I 
am so glad your mamma thinks so. Do you know, 
Mrs. Leslie, that Caroline has been really vexed at 
the idea of my having other companions besides 
herself, but you do not see any harm in it, do you 2” 

“No, indeed, Flora; and 1 cannot believe that 
Caroline would be so selfish as to deny you the 
pleasure of some pleasant acquaintances.” 

“Oh no, mamma, I do not wish to do so, I only 
said that I never wished for any one but Flora, and 
I felt as if she cared less for me, because she was 
so very eager to know these other little girls. 

“You must learn, dear Caroline, to be less exclu- 
sive in your friendships. But what have you there ?” 
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“A nice little green weed, mamma, but I am 
afraid I have taken no rock with it, but have pulled 
it quite off. Will it grow, do you think ?” 

“You have the root tolerably entire, so we will 
try. It isa pretty little thing, and is called ‘ Bry- 
opsis ;’ this one will do very well for you, and I think 
if we take one other species, it will be sufficient for 
your small aquarium.” 

“Here it is then,” cried Flora; “is not this the 
sea-grass you spoke of? pray let me try to knock it 
off with its bit of rock. I will not be awkward this 
time.” So she took the chisel and succeeded in-ob- 
taining the plant quite whole, root and all. 

“There is a little crab,” cried — “will you keep 
crabs also, Caroline ?” 

“1 think I should like to have two or three very 
tiny, pretty little crabs, can I, mamma ?” 

“Yes, certainly, they will live wherever the 
actinia can live, but, as I said before, settle their 
abode nicely first.” 

“Now, mamma, you say we have plenty of sea- 

weed, but would it do any harm to put in one ° 
the pretty feathery pink ones ?” 

“You can try one, it is named Plocamium, I do 
not know whether it will do well, but take it, and 
we shall see. And a piece of coralline would look 
very pretty; see! here is a fine bunch, let me knock 
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off this piece for you, and then I think you need 
only collect a few pebbles and bits ot rock, and we 
are provided for to-day.” : 

“ But, mamma, I shall want a great deal more 
sea-water than I can take in this little tin.” 

“Indeed, you will; I shall send down to the 
shore for a good bucket-full for you, or two, if re- 
quired.” 

“And then, mamma, ‘shall I be ready to fetch 
some live creatures to-morrow ?” 

“T would let the sea-weeds settle for a day or 
two, and not put in anything living during to-mor- 
row and the following day ; and I am sure you will 
not be so impatient as to spoil the aquarium through 
foolish hurry.” 

No, I will not; oh, mamma, are you turning 
homewards already?” 

“It is quite late enough for us to turn, you see 
it takes a long time to go across these slippery 
rocks; and, besides, the tide will turn ‘soon, and 
then we should indeed have to hurry.” | 

“T had quite forgotten the tide,” said Flora ; “it 
would soon catch us, | suppose ; come, Caroline, let 
us go quickly.” 

More than one tumble occurred during the walk, 
or rather scramble, back to the dry sands; but 
luckily Mrs. Leslie had charge of the precious tin, 
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so no damage was done, excepting a little wetting 
of frocks and shoes. : 

“We shall walk in the morning together, shall 
we not, Flora, as you will not go to call on the little 
girls till the afternoon ?” 

“Of course, we shall walk every morning as 
usual,” replied Flora; “so, good night.” 

Caroline was extremely busy that evening in 
_arranging her earthenware pan, the pebbles and bits 
of rock were nicely disposed at the bottom, and the 
plants of sea-weed placed carefully round the edges. 
Then the sea water for which her mamma sent, was 
gently poured in, and the sea-weeds expanded their 
leaves, as if they were quite happy to be again in 
their native element. 

“T hope they will be as nice and fresh to-mor- 
row, mamma,” said Caroline, as she went to bed. “I 
shall look at them the very first thing.” 

“Tt is all right, Flora,” cried Caroline, when they 
met the next morning on the bridge. 

“ What is all right ?” asked she. 

“Why, the sea water and the weeds; the sea- 
grass is all spread out so nicely, and the beauti- 
ful small Bryopsis looks quite like tiny feathers, 
and the laver very fresh, and the sea water is 
clear and nice; I am so glad it is going to answer 
we 9 
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“So am I; when I see how yours goes on, I 
shall try to make an aquarium for myself.” 

“T am rather surprised, Flora, that you have not 
already begun, for you are generally so very much 
delighted with anything that is new; but this time, 
I am the one to be most eager about this new 
amusement.” 

-“T should have been so too, Caroline, but that 
just now I am more interested about the new friends 
Iam to have. That is what has put me off from 
thinking about aquariums and pebbles, and all such 
things ; but I dare say I shall have as good an one 
as you before we leave the sea shore.” 

“Do you mean, when you have become tired of 

your new friends?” asked Caroline, rather mali- 
ciously. 
'. © Now, that is too bad, Caroline, I do: not mean 
to tire of them or of you either. So make up your 
mind to take a walk with me and with them to- 
morrow, for I shall ask them to accompany us, and, 
no doubt, they will consent. We — go up to ae 
castle if your mamma will take us.” 

'- “She said she would do so some — so I 
will ask her to let it be to-morrow; and, to-day, I 
think I shall ask her to go with me round that 
point, as far as Carnelian bay.” 

«But I should like to go there; will you leave 
it to-day, and go some day when I am with you?” 
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“TI only mentioned it, because I do not know 
where to go to-day; you know my sea water is to 
be left to settle, so I cannot collect actinia to-day. 
I might go to the museum, but you would like that 
too ; so, I do not know which to choose.” 

“T will choose for you; go to the museum. to- 
day, and we will walk to Carnelian bay altogether.” 

“Very well, Flora, I shall do so; and now, I 
suppose, I must say good-bye till to-morrow morn- 
ing.” 
“Yes; I shall have so much to tell you about 
Lady Seymour’s daughters.” 

“ And I shall tell you about the museum ; good- 
bye.” 

Mrs. Leslie willingly went with Caroline to the 
museum, where she was soon quite engrossed with 
the variety of curiosities of all sorts. In the first 
room, what interested her most was the skeleton of 
an ancient Briton, which had been found in a coffin 
hollowed from the trunk of an oak tree. This skele- 
ton was very perfect, and fixed together with wires; 
the teeth even being. quite entire. The bones were 
perfectly black, either from their very great age, or 
from the staining quality of the oak wood. 

“Mamma, is it possible,” said Caroline, “ that 
these black bones were once part of a grand old 
ancient Briton ; perhaps a Druid ?” 
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“Tt is supposed that this is the skeleton of a 
warrior, or perhaps some sort of chief or king, from 
the care with which he was buried, and the remains 
of weapons and ornaments which were inclosed in 
the coffin ; but I do not see any very strong reason 
why it should not have been a Druid.” . 

“Oh, mamma; and once walked about in a long 
white dress, making horrible sacrifices, and worship- 
ping mistletoes !” 

“Tt is indeed difficult to realize, especially when 
you consider the immense age of these bones. Can 
you, Caroline, tell me about how long since this 
Druid or ancient Briton was a living man upon the 
earth ?” 

“T cannot say at once, mamma; but [ think [ 
could nearly make out, by considering about it. 
Flora would tell you the date directly.” 

' “Well, if you cannot directly, consider about it, 
and let me hear you consider aloud, that I may 
understand how you arrive at your conclusion.” 

“ Well, mamma, the Druids were found with the 
other Britons in England by Julius Cesar (Oh! how 
often I have wondered how they first got. there) ; 
and the Romans came to England 54 years before 
Christ. Now, it is 1862 years after the birth of 
Christ ; so, supposing this great black skeleton to 
have been alive when Julius Cesar came, it must 
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have been 54 years added to 1862—that is, 1916 
_ years old. Is that about right, mamma ?” 

“Yes, probably that may be about its age. Do 
you not find it pleasant, Caroline, to be able to de- 
cide about the probable age of different things ?” 

“Oh, very pleasant, mamma; and did the 
Britons always bury in oak tree trunks ?” 

“TI cannot say that, for certain, there is so very 
little actually known about them. You can see in 
this glass case some bits of the ornaments and wea- 
pons that were buried with the skeleton; and it is 
these things chiefly that decide the question as to 
whether this was an ancient Briton! For, after the 
‘ Roman invasion, arms, and tools, and ornaments 

quite changed their character.” | 

“Now, mamma, shall we look at something 
else ?” 

“Yes; we will go up stairs.” 

On the stairs were arranged some javelins and 
spears, from different savage tribes, and the sharp 
Jagged spike of a sword fish ; all of which attracted 
Caroline's attention. The upper room was very 
pretty ; round it were ranged stuffed animals and 
birds of every species in glass cases ; and the tables 
in the middle contained excellent specimens of 
minerals, polished pebbles, marbles, — 
corals, and so on. 
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“JT scarcely know where to begin, mamma,” said 
Caroline ; “such a number of delightful and beauti- 
ful things; I will look at the birds first, for I see 
many that I do not in the least recognize.” | 

“Well, dear Caroline, mount up on those steps, 
which you will see are made purposely to go round 
the room, and to look into the upper glasses.” 

Caroline went up to the little stand at the top, 
and found that there was a handle to move the 
wheels on which the ladder was fixed, so that she 
could move herself all along the glass cases without 
descending. | 

The golden pheasant she thought she ad- 
mired the most of all the birds; and a very hand- 
some brown bustard. Her mother sat down whilst 
Caroline’s circuit was made, and answered all the 
questions that were showered upon her; Caroline 
was so well amused that she scarcely had time to 
lament the absence of Flora. 

After the birds, they went up to the gallery that 
runs round the top of the room; and here were cases 
that much delighted Caroline ; beautiful specimens 
of carnelians, and all sea-shore pebbles ; her mamma 
was able to shew her all the varieties of which they 
had been talking, and some of these had been found 
on the Yorkshire coast; but the handsomer speci- 
mens were all from southern shores, 
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“Oh, mamma, I am afraid we shall never pick - 
up any very good stones here; you see how much 
prettier these Bognor moss agates are, and many 
others.” 

“ Still, Caroline, I think you may find very nice 
carnelians, and fortification agates on this shore; at 
any rate you must be content with such as there are, 
We will go to Carnelian bay to-morrow, if you 
like.” 

“Yes, mamma; I dare say Flora can come to- 
morrow, and I would rather not go without her.” 

“You must not be too much disappointed, Caro- 
line, if Flora should spend a great part of her time 
with these little Seymours whilst we are here. You 
know that she is fond of novelty, and she feels that 
she can enjoy your society every day whilst we are 
at home. Therefore, let her think much of these 
chance acquaintances without allowing yourself to 
be disturbed by her doing so; you must remember, 
my dear child, that you cannot hope always to keep 
her to yourself. 

“T do not wish to do so, mamma, and I am aa 
she should have some novelty and pleasure; but I 
do not believe that she can quite desert me, even for 
the short time we shall be here. J could not leave 
her to go to strangers.” 

“You must not judge Flora by yourself; she is 
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of so different a nature. Make allowances, dear 
Caroline, for her lively excitable disposition, and be 
satisfied with the portion of love you have from her, 
which I truly believe is very great. Do you not 
think that she really loves you?” 

‘* Indeed, I do, mamma; that is what makes me 
say that she cannot leave me for the company of 
strangers.” 

“We will hope that she will not; and now we 
will leave the museum; perhaps Flora will come 
also the next time we visit it, and there are num- 
bers of beautiful objects that we pnaxe not yet exa- 
mined.” 

“Indeed there are; I am sure I could stay here 
all day without tiring at all.” 

“A little at a time is better than too much of 
this sort of thing ; let us now breathe the fresh sea 
air before we go in.” 

“On Monday I might bring home some actinia 
for the aquarium ; and if we go to Carnelian bay, I 
can collect them as we return home.” 

“Yes; that will be a good plan.” 

“Well, Flora, how did you like the little girls 2” 
asked Caroline, when they met the next week. 

“Oh! so much; they are most delightful ; they 
were all in the drawing-room when we went in, and 
the eldest came and talked to me a little bit; and 
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then Lady Seymour said they had better go out 
as usual, and asked me to go with them; so I left 
mamma there, and came into the Spa garden with 
them; we sat and talked in the arbours, and ran 
about the walks,” 

“ How old are they ?” 

“ The eldest, Augusta, 1 18 a year older than I am; 
and the second, Alice, is the same age.” | 

“ And what did they talk about ?” 

“ Indeed, they talked a great deal; they told me 
what they learnt, and how they went on at home. 
They have a governess living with them to teach 
them ; but just now she is gone home for a holi- 
day.” 

“So they have their holiday, too, I suppose; do 
they have lessons with their mamma at all ?” 

“No; I fancy not; I think they do nothing 
whilst they are here; but they are to make up for 
that when they go to London, which they do every 
year, Then they have music masters, and learn to 
dance at a large dancing academy. Oh! how I 
should like to go to London.” 

“YT would much rather be taught by my own 
mamma.” 

“So would I, mm preference to having a gover- 
ness; but I should like the music masters and 
drawing masters.” 
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“TI do not believe any music master could teach 
you better than your own mamma; what a beautiful 
pianist she is herself.” 

. “TI dare say she is quite as good as any master ; 
but still, I should like the fun of having the mas- 
ters.” 

“ Well, what else did they talk about ?” 

“Oh! a great deal about their clothes; and, 1 
cannot say that is a subject which very much inte- 
rests me ; but they say that is because I have lived 
so much in the country, seeing few people, and those 
few perhaps not fashionably dressed ; and that if I 
were in London every year as they are, I should 
take the same pleasure in having a new set of frocks, 
and collars, and capes, every season, made in the 
proper manner ; and I dare say I should.” 

“Ido not believe you would ever become so 
frivolous, Flora, as to spend thought and time upon 
fashionable dressing.” 

“I do not know why you should pronounce it 
frivolous,” replied Flora ; “most ladies do pay great 
attention to such things.” 

“ Our mammas do not, Flora; I never hear them 
talk about dresses and fashions, and yet they always 
look nice, and not different from other people.” 

“They do not talk about it, certainly, but you 
know we do sometimes drive to H—— purposely 
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to buy materials for clothes of all sorts; and then 
mamma’s maid has all sorts of pictures sent her 
every month with the shapes of things, so she knows 
how to make them. Then, you see, it is very easy 
to have the right sort of clothes without spending 
any time upon it; and one day’s buying in every 
two or three months is enough to do it all.” 

_ “That certainly suffices for our mammas; and 
I have always been glad when the day’s shopping at 
H was finished, because I thought it tiresome 
and stupid. But these Miss Seymours tell me that 
they go to shops regularly every afternoon, after the 
masters have gone; and they go and look at things 
in four or five different shops before they decide on 
buying anything ; and really they seem to consider 
it a matter of great importance.” 

“Well, then, I shall always call them frivolous. 
Where is their home in the country ?” 

“Tt is a good way from here, they did not talk 
much about that, except about some neighbours they 
have. London seems to be what they like best.” 

“Then to-day, Flora, you will come and walk 
with me and mamma as usual; we have settled to 
go to Carnelian bay, and for me to collect some 
actinia on our way home, for my aquarium is now 
quite ready for them. You will be ready, will you 
not ?” 
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Flora hesitated: “Iam not quite sure that I can 
go to-day, Caroline. Cannot you put off Carnelian 
bay one day more. Augusta said they were going 
to drive to-day, and her mamma had allowed her to 
ask me to go with them, she ran up and asked when 
we went back to their door; and as it is the first 
time they have invited me, it would be rude to refuse.” 

Caroline looked annoyed. “Then I shall not see 
you again to-day, Flora.” 

“No,” she replied, laughing. “Cannot you live 
without me one other afternoon? To-morrow I will 
walk with you.” 

“You never asked me what I saw at the museum 
yesterday, or what I did, but I will tell you about 
that another time.” And Caroline went home with 
a more lingering step than was usual with her. Her 
papa and mamma were at breakfast when she 
entered. 

“Oh, mamma, I am sorry I am s0 late,” she said ; 
“it is the first time, is it not? I came from the 
bridge quite slowly.” 

“That is not your general method of progressing, 
Caroline,” said her father, putting his arm round 
her; “nor is this so joyous a face as you have 
brought us from the shore during the last week. 
What is the matter? did you find the green laver 
drooping this morning, or the sea water in the red 
tub muddy ?” | 
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“Oh no, papa, I should not look sorry for such 
little things as that, but I am sorry for something.” 

“T can guess what it is,” said her mother ; “ Flora 
is again engaged for the afternoon with her new | 
friends.” | 

“Yes, mamma, indeed she is; so I am left again, 
and I do not like it.” 

“Ts this actually,” said her father, “the second 
afternoon that Flora has not spent some hours with 
you! That is certainly dreadful, especially as you 
have only your mamma left to speak to!” 

“Qh, papa!” exclaimed Caroline, “you wish to 
laugh at me, and I dare say it seems foolish to a 
man; and you think I do not value having mamma 
to walk with me, but I really do, and I will try not 
to be put out of my happiness by missing Flora.” 

“You will do wisely, dear little girl,” her father 
replied, “ not to let such small vexations affect your 
spirits.” 

“Caroline has not yet arrived at thinking Flora’s 
absence a small vexation,” said her mother, smiling. 
“But we shall try to spend a pleasant afternoon, 
Caroline ; is it to be Carnelian bay to-day ?” 

“No, mamma, I should like to wait one more 
day for Flora. What can we do to-day ?” 

“Suppose we take quite a country walk to 
Oliver’s Mount.” 
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“ No sea-shore, mamma! No actinia!” 

“We were to leave them for the return from 
Carnelian bay, and perhaps it is as well not to be 
too much engrossed with sea-shore beauties all at 
once, you might tire of them.” 

“ Well, mamma, I will leave my sea-water and 
sea-weeds to themselves one more day, and to- 
morrow I will determine to go and have a real hunt 
for live creatures to enjoy my tub!” 

“ And now for our lessons, Caroline.” 


CHAPTER V. 


A Country Walk—Pleasant Talk—Scarborough, its former and 
present extent—Oliver’s Mount—Extensive View—The Dis- 
appointment. 


. Ns FINE afternoon tempted them out 
Ei HS earlier than usual, and they took the 
iS Ieacecs toad leading up the hill from the Spa 

G35) Bridge. | 
“This road is very pleasant, 
mamma,” said Caroline, “the shade of the trees is 
so nice; that is one thing that I do not like on the 
shore, the sun is so glaring, and of course there is 
no shade. So, often in the mornings Flora and I 
keep in the garden beneath the trees.” 

“Sometimes the sunshine and sometimes the 
shade is pleasant, Caroline; a little variety in all 
things is, I think, better than always the same 
thing.” | 

“ Excepting about friends and relations, mamma, 
I never wish to have a variety of friends, and, of 
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course, no one would like to change their own rela- 
tions.” 

“Surely not, the natural love that we have 
towards those of our own family can never be trans- 
ferred, and is so wonderfully and strongly implanted, 
that ingratitude and unworthiness of all kinds does 
not generally destroy it, especially from fathers and, 
mothers to their own children.” 

“That reminds me of something, mamma; do 
you know what I mean 2” 

“YT think I do, but tell me in your own words.” 

“I cannot very well express it mamma, but 
that fathers and mothers always continue to love 
their own children, seems a little in the same 
sort of way that God always loves men although 
they are bad. And perhaps that is a small relic 
of the likeness to God in which we were made. Do 
you understand, mamma ?” 

“Yes, dear child, I think you have expressed 
your idea very fairly, and I quite agree with you 
that the much enduring love between relations is 
one of the least faulty of all human feelings, for it is 
entirely unselfish.” 

“Then you do not think love of friends is quite so 
good, mamma, because there is something selfish in 
that? You know Flora said I was selfish to wish to 
keep her quite to myself.” 
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“She was partly right, very exclusive friendship 
ws selfish. You know that I mean friendship that is 
desirous of excluding all others from the love of your 
friend.” 

“JT shall try not to feel that, mamma. Then you 
think it is a good plan to know many people, and 
to love more than one ?” 

“ Perhaps we always have one friend that suits 
us better, and that we love better than any other, 
and I do not object to that. What I wish you to. 
perceive, Caroline, 1s, that Flora may know and love 
several* others, and that you also may enjoy the 
society of other girls without in the least diminish- 
ing your friendship for each other. On the contrary, 
you will return to your pleasant home intercourse 
with her with the greater pleasure, from having 
found that others, who are affectionate and pleasing, 
do not, after all, suit you so well. As you grow up 
you will leave home oftener, and what has occurred 
here may then often happen, so learn to use the cir- 
cumstance in its mght way, not to turn it into a 
difficulty and a sorrow.” 

“Twill not, mamma. Was there not one great 
friendship mentioned in the Bible ?” 

“Yes; between David and Jonathan. Do you 
remember much about it ?” 

“No, mamma ; I should like to read it again.” 
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“Do so; and tell me what you think of it during 
our next lonely walk, that is to say, our next walk 
without Flora.” 

“Yes mamma. Now we have left the trees, this 
road has become very ugly, and it is dusty; I do 
not like this so well as the sea-shore.” 

“We shall turn presently and go up the steep 
side of the mount, on the grass; then we will rest 
for a time under the trees, as you are so fond of 
shade, and then we will go on the top of the hill 
and look over the wide sea.” | 

“There is a large new house building,” said 
Caroline, as they turned. “ What an uncomfortable 


looking thing a new house is—so bare—and all the 


piles of mortar and bricks lying about.” 


“That building is to be a large hotel, shewing that | 


Scarborough is an increasing place. I agree with 
you that a new house is not a pretty object.” 


“No, mamma ; new buildings are ugly, and gene- — 


rally old ones are pretty and picturesque, ruins I 
mean.” 

“Yes, it is strange, for the one tells of decay 
and death, and of the short-lived uncertainty of all 
human doings and undertakings; and the other 
shews prosperity and hope. This great hotel, for 
instance, shews that this particular town is growing 
in importance, and that its visitors are yearly on the 
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increase. That will bring work and money to its 
poorer inhabitants, who, I doubt not, look with 
pleasure on every new abode that springs up.” 

“Do other towns increase in size as this has 
done, mamma? you know you said that a few years 
since there was only the old fishing town here. 
Have all the people come here from other places ?” 

“Almost every town in England is growing 
rapidly ; there is no need for people to come from 
other places, for every year the number increases in 
all towns and villages.” 

“So the world becomes fuller and fuller. In 
time, mamma, there will scarcely be-room for all the 
people.” 

“This little island of ours is certainly becoming 
very full, I believe more so for its size than any 
country in the world, excepting China; but it will 
be very long before all parts of the world are full of 
inhabitants in the same way. Think of your maps, 
and try to tell me of some places that have scarcely 
any inhabitants.” 

“Oh! do you mean the Great Desert in Africa, 
that has no inhabitants? but I thought people could 
not live there, because there is nothing but sand, and 
no plants will grow.” 

“Indeed I think the world will be in a very 
crowded state before people will resort to the desert | 
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for an abode. But there are many other places 
in the world which are beautiful and pleasant 
to live in, and which hitherto have been scarcely 
ever seen by human beings. Now let us mount this 
steep field, and we will rest at the top, beneath those 
trees, and then we can talk more.” 

Caroline had indeed no breath left for talking 
before she had gone far up the hill; it was almost a 
climb, so abrupt is the rise of Oliver’s Mount on the 
north side. Panting and heated, she flung herself 
down on the grass beside her mother, as soon as. 
they arrived under the shade of the little wood that 
crowns the ascent. 

“That was a good climb, mamma,” she said ; 
“and how pleasant it is to rest here and look over 
this wide view; how pretty the castle-hill looks, 
and the pier and harbour.” 

“Yes ; and the lovely blue sea, with ships dotted 
about here and there.” 

“Why is this hill called Oliver's Mount, mamma?” 
asked Caroline. 

“TI have not been able to discover when, pre- 
cisely, that name was given; but doubtless it was 
in consequence of Cromwell’s having used this hill 
as a good situation for a camp, or for some such 
warlike purpose in the course of the civil war with 
Charles, during which the castle was destroyed.” 
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“Well, mamma, I wish it had another name; 
anything to do with Cromwell never pleases me.” 

“ He was very clever, and came in well for the 
times, which required some such bold spirit to over- 
throw much that was bad; but I agree with you, 
that he was not a pleasant personage.” 

“Now, that we can look over so wide a space, it 
seems to me that just about here, the world is not 
so very full as you were saying at the bottom of the 
hill. Look at all those fields with not a single house 
upon them, and those low hills, and all along that 
shore. Why, mamma, there is room for hundreds 
and thousands more houses.” 

“Yes, certainly there is, if you wish the whole 
‘country to be like a town, closely packed with 
houses, only having streets and lanes for people to 
pass along; but were it so, Caroline, where would 
you have corn grow; where would you send cattle 
to pasture; where would your hayfields be—in 
short, whence would come necessary supplies of all 
kinds ?” 

“Oh, mamma, I never thought of all those 
things; how very stupid it was; of course, the 
people in every town must have a certain quantity 
of land for their food to grow upon in different 
ways.” 

“Is the supply of our food the only thing for 
which space is wanted ?” 
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“Yes; I think so, mamma; I include in that, 
grass for cows, in order to give us milk and butter 
and cheese; and pasture for the creatures we eat ; 
and garden ground for potatoes and vegetables; and 
wheat fields for bread, and barley fields for beer ; 
that is all, mamma.” 

“Where is our wood to come from for house- 
building and furniture, and an endless variety of 
common purposes for which we want wood? where 
are our bricks or stones to come from ?” 

“Stop, mamma, I quite forgot that we must 
have woods and plantations of all sorts, and brick 
fields and stone quarries ; indeed, each housefull of 
people must use a large space of earth besides the 
house they live in, if we consider all our wants in 
so many different ways. I cannot think how it is 
managed in such a place as London; I wonder there 
is not a famine and a scarcity made in the country 
round.” 

“Tt would soon indeed be the case, were all in 
London to be kept by the produce of the adjacent 
country ; but you surely know that things of all 
sorts are perpetually passing up to London from 
every quarter, not only of our own land, but from 
all parts of the world—corn, meat, fish, and s0 on. 
Those places where there are not enough persons to 
consume the produce of the country, send their over- 
plus to such towns as London.” | 
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“Then the best way would be, mamma, for a 
great many of the people from the crowded places 
to go away to other countries, where there is more 
than enough for the inhabitants.” 

“What would you call such a proceeding, Caro- 
line? It is a very common event; and you must 
frequently have heard it mentioned as—EKmigra- 
. tion.” 

“Oh, mamma, how silly I am. Of course I have 
heard of that, often; and I know it means that 
people leave their own country to settle and live 
elsewhere; but I never thought about the reason ; 
it is that they find more room and more abundance 
in other lands.” 

“Yes; can you tell me to what countries the 
English have chiefly emigrated ?” 

“T think, to Australia.” 

“That is one land that has swallowed up a very 
large number of our countrymen; but there is 
another large country, pretty thickly inhabited by a 
people who are almost all from Great Britain or 
Ireland.” 

“T know; it 1s Canada.” 

“ And beyond Canada, think of the large terni- 
tory that stretches away to the Pacific, scarcely yet 
even sprinkled with settlers; there is, indeed, no 
fear of England becoming quite overwhelmed with 
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its own inhabitants, whilst we have so glorious a 
land to which we can resort. Emigration is a most 
interesting subject.” 

“Do not you think, mamma, that it must be 
very dreadful to leave one’s home and country for 
ever, intending to live for all the rest of one’s ee in 
Australia or America ?” 

“Generally whole families emigrate together ; 
then, you know, there is no one left behind to 
regret.” 

“No one of quite one’s own family ;' but there 
might be some very dear friend, and many ac- 
quaintances that we loved a little. Oh! I could 
not bear to-emigrate, mamma, even if all the people 
I know went too. I should not like to go away 
from my old home for ever, never to see it again.” 

“You are, you know, rather strongly attached 
to accustomed places, as well as familiar faces; and 
I also, Caroline, love my own home and country ; 
I think I should very much dislike to emigrate; but 
we are happily and comfortably situated, we have a 
beautiful home, with abundance of everything ; and 
persons so placed have, I think, no excuse for de- 
serting their own land. But for those who are 
painfully struggling to live in England, the advan- 
tages offered by new countries should not be disre- 
garded. Come, Caroline, let us resume our walk ; 
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at the top of this wood we shall come on an open 
space from which there is even a wider prospect 
than this.” 

The walk through the wood was shady and re- 
freshing ; Caroline sought about for ferns and any 
plants that might be new to her; and her mother 
was glad to see that she could enjoy her walk toler- 
ably without her usual companion. 

“T am sorry to leave the wood, mamma,” she 
said, as they emerged on the barren top of the hill ; 
“but that yellow furze is very pretty.” 

“Yes; there is always something pretty to be 
found even in the most unpromising-looking places, 
and the view here is splendid.” 

“T should like to live at the top of a hill, 
mamma.” | 

“For the sake of a wide extensive view it would 
be very nice ; but I think I should prefer my home 
in a more sheltered place, and one more readily 
reached ; I should be sorry to mount that steep hill 
every day, and perhaps twice in a day.” 

“JY dare say, after all, our own home is better 
placed, on level ground among the trees; our own 
pretty home, I shall be very glad to return, mamma; 
but I am afraid Flora will not, she will regret 
those pretty lively girls, and be perhaps very tired 
of me.” 
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“Do not anticipate such vexations, dear Caro- 
line,” replied her mother; “perhaps Flora will be 
more happy to return to your society than you 
would fancy. Now, we shall walk along this road, 
which will lead us round the crown of the hill, and 
then we shall descend by the carriage road on 
the other side; we shall have a nice view of the 
shore all along this side.” 

Caroline gathered a large bunch of the bright 
yellow furze flowers; and the air that blew from 
the sea was so fresh and exhilarating, that she al- 
most forgot her trouble about Flora in the enjoy- 
ment of the bright day, and in listening to the 
singing of many larks above her head, but out of 
sight. When they had gone round the top of the 
hill, a distance of about half a mile, they found 
themselves on the western, or land side, and now 
looked only upon a valley, and some low hills be- 
yond. Soon they began to descend by a carriage 
road, and a little way down, the hill-side was thickly 
clothed with trees, under the shade of which they 
passed pleasantly, until they again reached the new 
hotel, and the stile over which they had climbed in 
order to mount the hill. 

' “T declare, mamma,” exclaimed Caroline, “ we 
have gone quite round Oliver's Mount; what a plea- 
sant walk we have had; and it is down hill now all 
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~the way into the town, so you will not be tired. 
You are very kind, mamma, to walk about with me 
so much, much more than you do at home.” 

“When we are at home, dear Caroline, you are 
in our own grounds; and even if you go out to the 
village, it is all amongst people who know you 
well. I could not let you run about alone in a place 
like this; nor do I think you would like it; I do 
allow you and Flora to be together on the shore, or 
in the garden in the early morning; but I should 
not wish you to go into the town with no one but 
her.” 

“No; mamma, I should not like it myself; and 
T am glad to be with you more; I can talk to you 

more than I did at home.” 

“You see, Caroline,” said her mother, smiling, 
“there is even some advantage in Flora’s absence, 
and in being away from home; you have more of 
my company, and, as you say, talk a great deal 
more. Now, if Flora were here, you would probably 
be running about, before me or behind me, and not 
conversing at all.” 

“That is quite true; and though Flora talks 
always a great deal, she cannot of course tell me so 
much as you do; and she often says things that I 
do not agree with, and then we argue a little.” 

“That is very well; arguing will oblige you to . 

: H 
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bring forward all your own reasons for thinking one 
way or another way, and will lead you to forming 
some opinions of your own about everything that is 
passing ; but you must remember that the object of 
argument is to convince, and so do not forget that 
your own opinions may be wrongly formed ; and if 
you feel convinced by Flora, always acknowledge it 
at once.” 

“Yes, mamma, I hope I shall; and I hope she 
will give me an opportunity to-morrow, by coming 
to walk with us, and arguing, all the way.” 

But the next morning brought no such pleasure 
to Caroline; she had never anticipated that her 
early walk with Flora before breakfast would be 
broken in upon. It seemed to her quite sufficiently 
vexatious, that day after day should pass and see 
Flora’s whole afternoon devoted to her new friends ; 
so she ran joyously down to the bridge at the usual 
time, intending to give Flora a minute account of 
Oliver's Mount; and she took her usual place on 
the middle of the bridge, and looked down on the 
people moving about far below, for some time very 
contentedly. At last she began to think, “Flora is 
very late, I will go up towards her house to meet 
her ;” but she arrived at the door without seeing 
anything of Flora. She stood undecided for a 
time, and then thought she would ring and ask ; 
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perhaps Flora was not well; the thought quickened 
her hand, and the pull she gave to the bell soon 
brought some one to the door. 

“Ts Miss Staunton not well this morning?” 
asked Caroline, breathlessly. 

“She is quite well, Miss,” replied the man; “she 
went out as usual about half an hour since.” 

Caroline turned away without speaking. Where 
then could Flora be? it was very odd that she had 
not waited on the bridge for her ; perhaps she was a 
little further on in the garden. She ran back, across 
the bridge, and down the walk, but could see no- 
thing of Flora. Surely she cannot have gone to 
walk with those Miss Seymours without even telling 
me, or asking me to come, thought Caroline, as she 
slowly descended the steps leading to the terrace 
and concert rooms. There were but few persons on 
the terrace, and not seeing her friend among them, 
she leant upon the wall, and fixed her eyes on the 
waves that were gently splashing at its base. It 
was a lovely still morning, and Caroline fell into a 
reverie about the ever-moving wondrous ocean; 
about the countless precious treasures that are lying 
below the waves, never again to be looked upon by 
mortal eyes; about the many human beings above 
whose bodies that mysterious element has closed; — 
about the living creatures, some terrible, some beau- 
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tiful, some infinitely minute, some of gigantic di- 
mensions ; and her thoughts were very pleasantly 
running on to the endless variety of subjects con- 
nected with the blue waves beneath her feet, when 
she was roused by a light touch on her shoulder, 
and Ay Flora’s voice. 

“ Why, Caroline,” she exclaimed, “ ne immove- 
ably you have been staring at the sea for the last 
ten minutes; we have been watching you, and won- 
dering when you would stir!” 

“We!” repeated Caroline, looking round, and at 
a little distance she saw Lady Seymour’s three 
daughters, with amusement depicted in their faces ; 
on meeting Caroline’s glance, they turned away and 
slowly walked on. “Oh, Flora!” said Caroline, re- 
proachfully, “you might have come to tell me that 
you would not walk with me this morning; I have 
been waiting and looking for you everywhere; and 
I did not think that you would ‘leave me in the 
morning as well as the afternoon.” 

“T will not every morning,” replied Flora; “but 
see they are beckoning to me, I must run after them, 
so good bye for the present.” 

“Stay, Flora,” said Caroline, catching her dress ; 
“you are going with us this afternoon to Carnelian 
bay, are you not? You know I put it off yesterday 
on purpose to wait for you.” 
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Flora hesitated. “Idon’t quite know yet; they 
spoke of a ride on ponies this afternoon.” 

“But if you have not yet agreed to go with 
them, you are not tied; and you did promise me to- 
go to Carnelian bay, so I consider you engaged to 
mamma and to me.” 

“What time do you mean to start, Caroline ?” 
asked Flora, eagerly looking after the three girls, 
who had nearly reached the end of the terrace. 

“Why! the time that we always go out in the 
afternoon, you surely have not forgotten that.” 

“Well, Caroline, if I am not with you when you 
are ready to start, you may suppose that I am gone 
to ride with Augusta and Harriet, and if they don’t 
ride, I will come with you. NowI must go.” And 
she ran quickly to overtake her friends, who appeared 
to laugh immoderately as Flora joined them. 

“She might at least have asked me to walk with 
them,” thought Caroline, and her eyes filled with 
tears as she turned to go home. . When she reached 
the top of the hill she sate down on a bench, and 
meditated on Flora’s behaviour rather resentfully. 
This mood was not softened by Flora’s touch again 
on her shoulder, and the words, “ It is settled, Caro- 
line, that we are to ride to-day, so don’t wait for me 
any longer, but go to Carnelian bay when you like, 
I dare say I shall be very uncertain as long as ‘the 
Seymours are here; goodbye!” 


102 FICKLE FLORA. 


Caroline scarcely looked round, but she saw their 
figures retreating up one of the walks that led to 
the upper part of the garden, and she fancied she 
saw a mocking sort of smile on the lips of Augusta. 
With her heart full, she went home. “Papa will 
laugh at me still more this morning,” she thought, as 
she opened the dining-room door. But her papa 
saw at a glance that she was in no humour for 
laughing, and simply giving her his morning kiss, 
he went on talking to Mrs. Leslie. 

“Well, Caroline,” said her mother, when Caroline 
had hastily swallowed her cup of tea, “I see you 
have been vexed this morning, are we not to hear 
what has happened? I suppose Flora is again 
- engaged for the afternoon with her new friends.” 

“Worse than that, mamma,” said Caroline, trying 
not to cry; “I waited a long time on the bridge 
for her, and then I went to the house to'ask if she 
were ill, and heard that she had gone out long before. 
Then I looked about the garden for, her, and at last 
I saw her walking with the three Miss Seymours, 
and she only spoke to me to say that she was going 
to ride with them this afternoon.” | 

“T confess, Caroline, that it was rude; but you 
know I warned you to expect this kind of thing, and 
you must determine to have great patience.” 

“I could, dear mamma, if it were only Flora’s 
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neglect, but I am sure those girls were laughing at 
me, and quizzing me. Both times when they turned 
away with Flora, they looked at me so mockingly 
that I could not help feeling vexed with them ; 
and more sorry still that Flora should join in making 
fun of me.” 

“Very likely your imagination has a little to do 
with that idea, Caroline.” 

“No, mamma; if they did not despise me they 
would ask me to walk with them as well as Flora.” 

“Tt is a different thing, my dear girl; I know 
that Mrs. Staunton was formerly intimate with 
Lady Seymour, and you know she took Flora with 
her to call one morning ; therefore it is quite natu- 
ral that the little girls should invite Flora to walk 
and ride with them ; and quite as natural that they 
should not invite a little girl whose parents are 
unknown to their mother. Very probably Lady 
Seymour does not wish her children to associate 
with others whose families are quite strangers to 
herself. Do not you think that reasonable? J have 
no acquaintance with Lady Seymour.” 

“T did not think of that, mamma. I will allow 
that it is reasonable that they should not ask me to 
join them; but they need not laugh at me! I[ 
dare say I looked very forlorn, and perhaps cross, 
‘staring at the sea, as Flora said, all by myself; 
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still do not you think it was unkind in them to look 
so triumphant and so malicious at me ?” 

“We will charitably hope that nothing of the 
kind was intended. So now dismiss these little 
girls altogether from your mind, and let us go to 
our books.” 


CHAPTER VL 
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reading triumph and a little malice in 
the countenance of Augusta. The 


LG 


her and her sisters, they had asked if 
it was her sister with whom they had seen her 
walking? and Flora had told them how much she 
loved Caroline, and how they had been constant 
companions and friends all their. lives. 

“She looked very grave, I thought,” said Au- 
gusta; “she cannot be half as merry as you are!” 

“Oh, she is, sometimes,” replied Flora; “and 
she is the steadiest and best girl in the world, and 
so affectionate. Ah, that was the reason she looked 
grave. I had been talking so much of you, and 
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wishing to know you so much, that she thought I 
was rather tired of her; and she is so very fond of 
me that she was sorry.” 

“Then I should call her jealous,” said Augusta, 
“not affectionate. Why! does she wish to pin you 
to her side all her life? We shall shew her that 
there are other people whom you can like as well as 
her.” 

“I told her that of course I shall know many 
others as I become older, and that she must not 
mind sometimes my being with other girls. But I 
do nat believe I shall love any other as well, at least 
not for a long time, because I remember her always. 
I do not recollect any time that she was not my 
companion and friend; and though I am very glad 
to come with you sometimes, I always mean to keep 
my early walk with her. Do you go out early 
every day ?” | 

Flora was almost saying I must bring Caroline 
to walk with you, and then you will find how nice 
and sensible and gentle she is; but she checked her- 
self, as she thought, “ Caroline would not like me to 
say so, as they have never expressed any wish to 
know her ;” and she was glad she had refrained when 
Augusta remarked— 

“Did she not wish to know us as much as you 


did 2” 
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Flora hesitated; but she was accustomed to 
speak frankly, so she said, “No! Augusta; she had 
not noticed you as much asI did. Her head is full 
of sea-weeds, and actinia, and such things, just now, 
and she really feels, I believe, that she wishes for no 
friend, no intimate companion but myself.” 

“Were you not both talking of us the time we 
passed you so closely on the upper walk? We cer- 
tainly thought so.” 

“Yes; we were. I was admiring you, and wish- 

ing to know you, and Caroline allowed that you 
were very pretty, and beautifully dressed ; but she 
said she was quite satisfied with me, and never 
should wish to know other girls; and she was a 
little vexed at my extreme anxiety to become ac- 
quainted with you.” 
“So she does at least know when people are 
properly dressed. I should not have expected that, 
to judge from her own extremely common appear- 
ance, in her brown Holland jacket and cotton frock. 
I suppose her parents are poor.” 

“Poor!” exclaimed Flora, “no mdeed; on the 
contrary, Mr. Leslie is an extremely rich man, much 
richer than my father, and Caroline is his only 
child.” , 

“How truly ridiculous then of Mrs. Leslie to 
dress her in such a way. Why does she do it ?” 
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“I have heard her say that children’s clothes 
cannot be too simple, so long as they are perfectly 
neat and clean, and well fitting. Those very brown 
Holland jackets Caroline made herself, on purpose to 
wear here, that she might go on the shore and seek 
for weeds and actinia on the rocks, without caring 
about wetting her sleeves. And it really is much 
more comfortable: you see I wear just the same 
sort of clothes, and I never care about them, if I 
wish to run about, or climb banks, or sit on the grass. 
And you know I should have to be more careful if 
I wore such clothes as yours.” 

“You are not quite so commonly dressed as 
Caroline,” said Harriet, the second sister. “You have 
a pretty enough muslin frock and cape, and a white 
hat, but I only see her in that great large brown 
mushroom, and cotton frocks.” 

Flora coloured. “I must confess,” she said, 
“that I put on a little better dress to-day, because 
I thought I should look so remarkable beside you.” 

Augusta laughed. “That is the advantage of 
associating with people who know how to dress like 
ladies. You are immediately desirous to do the 
same.” | 

“But surely you think that I and Caroline look 
as much like ladies in our plain clothes as you do 
in your smart ones ?” | 
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“Well, I will not say precisely that you do not 
look like a lady, and I have scarcely looked at Miss 
Leslie enough to know. I merely saw what I 
thought a very common sort of girl.” 

“Oh, she does not look common,” exclaimed 
Flora, rather warmly ; “she is not rosy, but her fea- 
tures are beautiful, and her hair like silk, and her eyes 
so soft and loving. Mamma says that really well- 
born people always look what they are, in whatever 
clothes they may be; and no one could mistake 
Caroline for anything but a very refined oe 
girl.” 

“Well,” said Augusta, “we will not dispute 
about her; don’t fire up so; she does not wish to 
know us, and I don’t wish to know her; let us talk 
of something more interesting.” 

And Augusta determined in her own mind that 
she would punish Caroline for her indifference to her- 
self and sisters, by attracting Flora away from her ; 
and when she succeeded in coaxing her to join them 
in their early walk, without even sending or making 
any excuse to Caroline, she could not restrain the 
triumphant smile that had caught Caroline’s eye. 
She was a clever girl, and could make herself most 
entertaining when she chose ; and she contrived by 
raillery and flattery to persuade Flora that her old 
friend had not half appreciated many of her favourite 
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companion’s good qualities, and that she should not 
throw herself away by being intimate with no one 
else. 

Flora was quite unaccustomed to flattery, for 
Caroline had always been perfectly truthful ; and 
she did not perceive that Augusta was but praising 
her talents and her conversation, and her appear- 
ance, in order to gain her desired end of thoroughly 
vexing and annoying Caroline. 

She began to look down on her former friend ; 
and her conceit grew stronger and stronger. Her 
heart had given her a twinge of regret when she saw 
Caroline so sadly seated alone on the bench, but 
Augusta’s mocking words soon chased away the 
better feeling ; and it was without any cloud on her 
happiness that she joied the riding party in the 
afternoon. 

“ What is it to be to-day, Caroline?” asked Mrs. 
Leslie, as she came into the drawing-room dressed 
for the afternoon walk, and found Caroline poring 
over the tub of sea-water. 

“Mamma, I think I should like to fill my tub 
now with living creatures; come and see how clear 
and nice it is, the sea-weeds are quite alive and 
beautiful, see how brillant the green laver leaves 
look in the sunshine. The tide will do, mamma, for 
the rocks ; will you come-down ?” 
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“Willingly, dear Caroline ; bring your tin, and 
a paper-knife for taking them off.” 

She was soon equipped; as they went under 
the bridge towards the shore they met Flora and 
the two eldest of her new friends on ponies; they 
had taken a canter all along the smooth sand of the 
bay, and were then pursuing their ride up some of 
the country roads. Caroline checked her quick 
step. , 
“Do not hesitate, dear Caroline, and draw back; 
speak to Flora, and let her see that you are not out 
of temper with her,” said her mother. 

Caroline made an effort. “Have you had a 
pleasant ride, Flora?” she said ; “and are you going 
home so early ?” 

“We are not going home,” replied Flora, “ but 
on some road; and I don’t enjoy it much, for this 
pony is so rough compared with my Snowdrop.” 

* Well, I wish you a nice ride; I am going to 
the rocks for actinia; good-bye;” and Caroline 
walked on after her mother. 

“T think,” said Augusta, “that she does not miss 
you as much as you supposed; I am sure she looked 
quite content and satisfied to go groping on those 
slippery rocks, instead of having a delightful canter 
as we have been doing.” 

“There is no novelty to her in riding,” said ~ 
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Flora; “because she has at home the most lovely 
pony you can imagine, and rides often.” 

“TI suppose she just goes quietly along the road 
while her mamma walks, you say they are so much 
together.” 

“ Mrs. Leslie rides with her sometimes, and often 
she goes long rides with her papa. Oh, she would 
not care one bit for riding on these hired ponies ; 
and I cannot say I like it much, it is so jolting, and 
the saddle not comfortable. I think, the next time 
you ride, I shall go and walk with Caroline.” 

“JY do not think we shall ride again,” said 
Augusta ; “for, as you say, the saddles are not nice, 
and the ponies hard mouthed and disagreeable. 
We must drive, and go to see some of the sights in 
the neighbourhood. There is the Forge Valley, and 
Brompton Valley, and Oliver’s Mount, and so on. 
You will come with us, of course, Flora ?” 

“JT shall like very much to come with you in 
the afternoons ; but I think in the early morning I , 
really ought to stay with Caroline, she looked so 
very solitary this morning.” 

“But, just now, she seemed quite happy,” re- 
marked Harriet; “was that her mamma walking 
with her ?” 

“Yes; that was Mrs. Leslie ; oh, she is so kind, 
Caroline may well look content when she has her 
mamma to walk with her, and to talk to her.” 
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“Well, she must ask her mamma to come out 
with her in the morning, as you are otherwise occu- 
pied.” 

“Oh, but I can; and must spare her my early 
walk,” said Flora. 

Augusta made no answer, but felt determined 
that she would seize upon Flora the following morn- 
ing, and so try to punish Caroline a little more, for 
her indifference towards herself and her sisters. 

Meantime Caroline and her mother pursued their 
way across the loose sand, towards the shore. 

“How much, mamma,” said Caroline, “I shall 
enjoy my rides on Selim when we get home again ; 
poor fellow, he has had quite a rest a holiday, has 
he not ?” 

“T think Selim would rather be ridden out than 
spend the whole day in sauntering about the mea- 
dow; it is no work, no great exertion I mean, to 
carry you a few miles.” 

“No, indeed ; I think he is a very ee lapey little 
pony ; much more so than these poor things that 
are really overworked, somebody riding them from 
morning till night ; I should not wish to ride ona 
hired pony. Now, mamma, here we are at the slip- 
pery rocks; I mean to look carefully into every pool.” 

So she peeped about until she espied a little 


pink flower on the side of a rock. 
I 
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“ Here, mamma,” she exclaimed, “I have found 
one;” and taking the paper-knife she carefully 
loosened it from the rock. “Now, I have my first, 
that is delightful, mamma, let me put it carefully 
into the can; I remember its long name, it is Actinia 
Mesembryanthemum.” 

Soon Mrs. Leslie found a pretty little crab, and 
a small star-fish; Caroline did not much care to 
take this; but her mamma shewed her the curious 
under side, quite covered with suckers or feelers, each 
with a wide trumpet-shaped end, so it was also car- 
ried off m the can. Then she found a green striped 
actinia, like the one they had seen in the museum ; 
and also one with a blue bead necklace; and also 
three or four brown jelly-like lumps, that were not. 
unfolded. 

“Now, I have six of these pretty kind, mamma, 
a crab that I hope will prove to be a vanity crab, 
and a star-fish. I should like very much to find one 
of the other sort, the kind with the thicker shorter 
feelers, and more delicate colours, that one called 
Bunodes.” 

“T think you will scarcely find that sort here, 
unless we come to a place where there is some flat 
sand, near the rocks, for they like to get down under 
the sand. “And we had better _ a little spade 
with us to get them up.” 
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“Well, mamma, I will find two or three more of 
some kind, and then we will go home, for I shall be 
quite anxious to put them out in my tub.” 

“We are'in good luck, I believe, dear Caroline,” 
exclaimed Mrs. Leslie. “ Come round here; I think 
this is a Bunodes. See how it is trying to get down 
among these small pebbles.” | 

“Oh, mamma, put the paper-knife under; do 
stop it. See, I will scoop away the stones as fast as 
possible. Luckily it is rock just below. I have 
him quite safe, mamma; not bruised or hurt at all, 
Oh, I am so glad. It is greyish, you see ; but he is 
nearly shut up. Now, shall we go home ?” 

“ Willingly, my dear, if you do not wish to walk 
further, and we have been loitering about these rocks 
longer than you would suppose.” 

“Yes; we have been out long enough, I think. 
I hope the crab and the star-fish will not hurt the 
actinia whilst they are all jumbled together in this 
tin. J shall carry it as steadily as possible.” 

When they arrived at home, the crab was soon 
crawling about quite happily at the bottom of the 
tub, and the star-fish spread himself out nicely, but 
the actinia refused to take any other appearance but 
that of a brown lump of jelly. Caroline stuck them 
upon the largest pebbles, and waited some time 
hoping to see the flowers unfold, 
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“You must leave them in peace till to-morrow, 
dear Caroline; they have not yet forgotten their 
shaking in the tin, and their forcible separation from 
their own especial rocks. They will unfold to- 
morrow, I doubt not.” | 

“T shall come to see them as soon as I am 
up, and then I shall hope to find Flora on the 
bridge.” 

But, alas, Flora’s resolution was not proof against 
the persuasions of Augusta, who had hit upon the 
expedient of going at that hour to a pretty flower 
and seed shop, saying that the plants looked so much 
fresher and better, early in the day, before being 
dusted by many visitors’ entrance, and losing their 
bloom by the heat. So poor Caroline had not even 
the satisfaction of seeing Flora, though walking with 
others, and she resolutely paced up and down the 
terrace for half an hour, then she went to examine the 
plants along the front of the concert room, and then, 
mounting to the top of the garden, she sat on one of 
the upper benches for some time, admiring the sea, 
and the changing sky, and then she went home. 

“No Flora, mamma,” said she, “ I have been quite 
alone this morning, but I will not think of it I 
will do as well as I can till she comes back to me. 
I am afraid there is no chance of her walking with 
us this afternoon. | am very sorry for it, mamma.’ 
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“So am J, dear Caroline; but, as you say, we 
had better not think much about it at present. 
Flora may send to say that she will be ready for the 
walk as usual this afternoon.” 

With this hope Caroline ran upstairs to look at 
her red tub, for she had been so eager to meet with 
Flora in the morning, that she had run out without 
even remembering the actinia. Now she was much 
delighted to find that several of them were fully 
spread out, and the Bunodes was just beginning to 
shew his delicate grey feelers. She could with diffi- 
culty leave them to go to her lessons; and as soon 
as she was at liberty, after dinner, she again went to 
watch them. But she felt that she wanted some 
one to sympathize in her pleasure. How much more 
she should have enjoyed finding these actinia, and 
attending to them, if Flora had also taken an interest 
in them. Hitherto they had generally found amuse- 
ment in the same pursuits, and Caroline soon found 
her thoughts wandering from the curious creatures 
before her to brood upon the very unflattering man- 
ner in which Flora had deserted her for the company 
of strangers. Mrs. Leslie came into the room with- 
out disturbing Caroline from her reverie, and sate 
watching her for some time. At last she said— 

“My dear little girl, do you not wish to come 
out this lovely afternoon, I do not like to see you 
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sitting there with that unhappy face. Run for your 
hat, and let us try whether a fresh sea breeze will 
not brighten you up!” 

Caroline rose and obeyed her mother, but it was 
evident that she did not take any great pleasure in 
the proposed walk. 

“ Where shall we go?” asked Mrs. Leslie, as soon 
as they were out of the house. | 

“TI do not know, mamma,” replied Caroline. “I 
do not much care. Down on the sands, or wherever 
you like ?” 

“Well, I shall choose for you to-day; we will go 
on the Castle Hill, where we have never yet been.” 

This was rather a long walk ; first they had to 
pass quite through the town, and gradually to mount 
the slope that forms the neck of the castle promon-: 
tory. Here they passed through a large and solid 
gateway, and Caroline began to look about her, and 
to talk, for their walk hitherto had been accomplished 
almost in silence. | 

“ Mamma, do look here ; what enormously thick 
walls these are. Are they very old ?” 

“Yes; they are very old. This castle is supposed 
to have been built in the time of Stephen. How 
long ago was that ? I daresay you can tell me.” 

_ Caroline considered for a moment. : 

“It must be more than 700 years old, mamma ; 
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but of course I cannot tell exactly, as I do not know 
the very year in which it was built, and PoTnaps: no 
one knows the precise time. 
| “T dare say not. And this very large, solid sort 
of edifice must have occupied a long time in building. 
It is astonishing how many of these immensely 
strong castles, fortified houses, and towns surrounded 
with walls, were built in the time of our early Nor- 
man kings. . You know that in those days people 
were 80 little restrained by law, or by custom, from 
all kinds of violence and plunder, that those who 
had anything to protect, were compelled so to con- 
struct their dwellings that they could keep out any 
one whose entrance was not desirable. It has always 
seemed to me that their patience and energy must 
have been very great, to enable them to accomplish 
these solid masses of masonry.” 
“Were many castles then built by the Normans ?” 
“Indeed there were an Immense number; the 
Romans and Saxons built their castles very much on 
the same plan as those.of the Normans, but they 
were comparatively few. I have seen it stated, that 
above 1100 castles were constructed in the reign of 
Stephen alone. Now look, Caroline, at the enormous 
strength of these walls, even at this great distance 
of time, and consider that some hundred years ago 
very few of our modern inventions for lightening 


120 FICKLE FLORA. 


labour were in existence. The transport of all these 
great stones, the hewing into the desired shape, and 
raising such heavy blocks to their places, must all 
have been most tedious and difficult work. We 
make no such durable buildings now, even with the 
advantage of all our clever appliances of mechanical 
strength.” 

“It does, indeed, mamma, seem quite a puzzle, 
that they could accomplish so much. I suppose 
they felt quite safe when once shut up within their 
strong castles. Would a cannon ball easily batter 
down such a wall as this? I should imagine that 
the inhabitants would scarcely even hear the blow!” 

“Tf you thought for a moment, Caroline, you 
would not make that remark. Do you suppose that 
the builders of this castle made it strong with the 
intention that it should resist cannon ?” | 
-. “Why not, mamma? Do not speak, let me find 
out what you mean. The builders did not intend it 
to resist cannon balls! Oh, now I know. How Flora 
would have laughed at me. There were no cannon 
balls and no gunpowder at the time when this castle 
was built! Is not that what you were thinking of, 
mamma ?” | 

“Yes, dear Caroline; and therefore it seems more 
extraordinary that they should have so toiled to 
make their fortifications of such great strength, when 
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the only weapons brought against them were arrows, 
pikes, spears, and so on. They had, indeed, some 
clumsy and inefficient machines for throwing stones, 
- called balista and catapults, but missiles thrown in 
that manner could have done but small mischief.” 

“ And, mamma, I remember now that there was 
no gunpowder till early in the fourteenth century. 
So the people who came in here for safety must 
have felt really very secure. I should like to see it 
all repaired, just as it was at first, and with the same 
looking soldiers and people living in it.” 

“Tfear you would think both the people end: 
selves, and their mode of living, but very uncouth 
and uncomfortable.” 

“Oh! but, mamma, just fancy a sentinel of King 
Stephen’s time walking up and down, and peeping 
through these battlements !” 

“He would be, I doubt not, mation a singular 
object. And now we have come within sight of what 
remains of the keep! So you may also fancy the 
governor of the castle living there with his family, 
perhaps with little daughters like yourself.” 

_ “Did they live in the keep; is that the name of 
this enormous tower! What a pity, mamma, that 
so much of it has fallen down.” 

“Tt did not fall down, dear Caroline ; notice how 
straight and firm is that solid mass of masonry 
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forming the two sides of the keep that still remain. 
The other part was battered down by the cannon 
brought against it during the civil wars between 
unhappy King Charles and his Parliament.” 

“Was the keep built only for the ene to 
live in then 2?” 

“Qh, no! it was usually divided by three or four 
floors; you can see the traces of the floors inside 
those walls; the ground floor or basement was 
generally filled with arms and stores of all sorts for 
the use of the garrison, and underneath that was to 
be found a dungeon for the safe keeping of prisoners. 
The first floor was partly occupied by private dwell- 
ing rooms, in which it is probable that the governor’s 
family, or any guests, were accommodated ; and on 
this floor also were loopholes, and space for soldiers 
who ou both look out and fire upon any assail- 
ants.” 

“It was quite a house, mamma.” 

“Yes; asort of house, certainly ; above that again 
were large state rooms, adapted for banquets, or 
visits of ceremony, but likewise furnished with a 
gallery and loopholes. Then came an apartment in 
the roof, which it is supposed was sometimes used 
as a chapel.” 

“ And now, mamma, all that remains of this keep 
is those two great walls. Do you not think, mamma, 
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that a ruin, though it is picturesque, is also a melan- 
choly looking thing ?” | 

“The ruin of a church I always feel to be a very 
melancholy thing, whether it fell into disuse from 
some fierce religious persecution, or, almost more de- 
plorable still, from neglect and want of care. But, 
dear Caroline, I never regret the ruin of these castles. 
I always think, ‘In how much happier times we 
-live.’” 

“But, mamma, I think it must have eo 80 
pleasant to have lived in one of these large castles, 
with soldiers in armour coming and going, and a 
minstrel with a harp to sing songs after the dinner ; 
and when the ladies used to embroider banners and 
scarves for the knights when they went to tourna- 
ments.” | 

“You have a very romantic idea of the whole 
thing, dear Caroline,” said her mother smiling; 
“perhaps it is because the most inviting aspect of 
the days of chivalry has generally been recorded in 
all accounts of those times. Now J think it far 
pleasanter to be walking here peacefully, in the 
nineteenth century, than to be enduring the lives of 
ladies in the twelfth, thirteenth, or fourteenth.” 

“Supposing, mamma, that we were now in the 
best days of this castle, what should we aiid be 
doing ?” 
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“To begin with our abode, we should inhabit, as 
a sitting-room, a very small chamber, with stone 
walls and roof, the floor covered with a kind of litter 
of rushes, things that at all times have a sickly sort 
of odour, which could not be improved by the addi- 
tion of a good deal of dust and dirt. This kind of 
carpeting, or rather covering for the floor, was in use 
as late as the time of Henry VIII. The windows 
in castles were always extremely small, and conse- 
quently the supply of fresh air must also have been 
small. By way of furniture we should have a few 
oaken stools and chairs, no bookcase, no piano, no 
vases of beautiful flowers, for the art of gardening 
was not known, no pictures, and no pretty writing- 
table ; it would have been useless, as but very few 
knew how to write !” 

“All that does not sound so nice as our con- 
venient and pretty drawing-room, mamma!” . 

“Indeed it does not, and there was nothing else to 
make up for the want of all our modern advantages.” 

“Did they not ride out a great deal, and have 
hawking parties ?” 

“When their husbands were at home, and the 
country in a tolerably peaceful state, they used to 
partake of the amusement of hawking, and these 
parties were, I doubt not, very pleasant. But 
knights who possessed castles were very frequently 
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absent for years, engaged in the wars of the Crusades, 
or in other warlike expeditions; and as there was 
no regular post, their wives and families scarcely 
expected to hear anything about them until their | 
return.” 

“And during the time of their absence, mamma, 
the castles at home must have been very quiet and 
very dull.” 

“YT should think they were so. Sufficient men 
were left behind to garrison the castle, and to defend 
it against any attack; and should any such event 
occur, the lady of the castle was compelled to take 
upon herself the task of commanding the soldiers.” 

“How glad they must all have been when the 
knight came home again.” 

“There was then a short season of feasting and 
rejoicing ; but gentlemen at that period had abso- 
. lutely no occupation excepting fighting and the 
chase, so they soon became weary of a home life, and 
were off again to attend some tournament, or to join 
in the petty plundering skirmishes that so often 
went on among neighbouring landowners, and which 
were a disgrace to the times.” 

“Well, mamma, it could not indeed be a very 
delightful life, if one considers all these particulars, 
but still stories about those times are generally very 
amusing ;—do you not think so ?” 
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“They are interesting in general, because some. 
very stirring time, or some exciting event, is selected 
for the subject of the story; and fights with hair- 
breadth escapes, and brave actions, or desperate mis- 
fortunes, are highly amusing to young minds. But 
you might have a story of the long dreary months 
during which a lady and her daughter may have 
pined and watched in vain for some intelligence of 
father and brothers, with no occupation, and nothing 
to distract.their minds from wearisome anxiety, ex- 
cepting petty grievances. Of these doubtless they 
had many, sometimes caused by the rude unruly 
conduct of the few rough soldiers left to guard them, 
sometimes by insufficient supplies of their coarse 
monotonous food, which was often obtained with difh- 
culty, and sometimes they felt an actual want of some 
incident to vary the dull stagnation of their lives !” 

“Qh, mamma, what a picture! Indeed I am 
much happier as I am; and this blue sea, with the 
steep cliffs, and this nice short grass to sit on, or to 
run about on, are still as pleasant to me as they 
must have been many years since to some poor little 
girl, who had little else to interest her.” 

“Let us sit down on this slope, Caroline, and 
enjoy the lovely view, and the fresh sweet air. It 
is true that these things are just as fresh and as 
pleasant as they were to your twelfth century 
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heroines, and, in fact, we have actually more here to 
look at. Tell me now what do you see that could 
not have been seen by a little girl in the time of the 
Norman kings ?” 

“First of all, mamma, the Spa Bridge was not 
there, and the concert-room, and all that pretty 
garden was not there. I suppose there was only a 
rough cliff. And that great row of houses on the 
top of the south cliff was not there, only a bare field 
or piece of grass. And all the good-looking houses 
here have been built not very long since; but I 
suppose, mamma, that the old town, with the steep 
streets, was in existence then.” 

“T doubt whether there is any house in the place 
as old as these ruins, and even when the castle had 
stood here for some hundred years, there was only a 
very small and poor fishing hamlet or village at i the 
foot of the cliff.” 

“Then the large old church must have been 
made when there were scarcely enough people to fill 
it.” 

- “Qur forefathers did not consider where the 
people were to come from to fill their large churches. 
Probably there were very few comers to many of 
our beautiful cathedrals at the time they were built. 
You know monasteries were always attached to the 
churches, and the monks alone must generally have 
formed the congregation.” 
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“They liked everything large apparently, 
‘mamma, and some of the handsome old church, as 
well as the castle, is now in ruins. How ugly those 
little common-looking houses appear beside the 
ruins.” 

“That is now the barracks for a detachment of 
a few hundred men, which is sent here from the 
nearest garrison town.” 

“Well, this cliff top is a very pleasant place for 
them to live in. How peaceable now to what it has 
once been.” 

“Yes; these old walls must have seen much of 
warfare and turbulence. They took their part in 
most of our civil wars. It was in this stronghold 
that Piers Gaveston, the—” 

“The favourite—the bad favourite, mamma, of 
unfortunate Edward IL.” 

“Yes; he shut himself up here, and held out for 
some time against his indignant foes, but at last his 
garrison was reduced to starvation. You see, Caro- 
line, if an enemy had possession of the road just out- 
side the first gate, it would be:almost impossible to 
leave the castle or to enter it by any other way.” 

“So when they had eaten up all their supplies 
they could obtain no more 2” 

“ Just so; and they were compelled to surrender. 
Then the tough old walls underwent two sieges 
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during the war between Charles and his parliament, 
it was in the hands of the Royalists, so that will 
redeem it in your eyes.” 

“Yes; that was a better cause than protecting the 
wretched Gaveston. Well, mamma, what did it do 
next ?” 

“It was dismantled and partly pulled down, 
like many others, by Cromwell’s orders. Then it 
was partially repaired in 1745, that it might be a 
rock of defence against ”— 

“Against the Scotch, mamma, and poor Prince 
Charlie ?” 

“Yes; but it had not (what would be in your 
eyes) the sin of actually opposing its walls to your 
pet hero; and at the close of that rebellion it was 
suffered to fall into decay, and since that time the old 
stones have been, bit by bit, tumbling into the sea.” 

“And now it is nothing but a pretty addition 
to the beauty of the place. Well, mamma, I think 
I do not envy the little girls of Norman times; and 
as to my vexations about my friend, very likely the 
friends of those days had the same sort of ——, I 
was going to say, unfeelingness, mamma, because | 
thought only of Flora leaving me, but perhaps I 
ought to say the same sort of jealousies, for I confess 
that I have felt very jealous of those Miss Seymours. 
Do you think, mamma, that my jealousy and selfish- 


ness is greater than Flora’s fickleness ?” 
K 
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“TI do not, dear Caroline, think either of you so 
very much to blame; it was quite natural that Flora 
should be attracted as she has been; I only find 
fault with her for carrying her new enthusiasm too 
far. And we ought to recollect that the sort of 
temptation she has had was of a kind peculiarly to 
suit her disposition.” 

“Yes, mamma, so that J, who do not generally 
please strangers, and whom strangers do not please, 
can scarcely estimate the pleasure that these girls 
have given her. Is that what you mean ?” 

“Yes, my dear girl. That is one of the many 
instances when we are apt to judge others too much 
according to ourselves. What does not tempt us, we 
do not understand should tempt them. And as to 
your jealousy, what has occurred I well know was 
especially trying to your very clinging loving nature ; 
and I may say for your comfort, dear Caroline, that 
you have behaved as well as I could expect. This 
has been almost your first experience of the fleeting 
uncertainty of earthly happiness.” 

“ My first, yes, and I hope, mamma, my last, for 
a long, long time. I shall try, however, to bring 
Flora up here before we go back to our homes. I 
am sure she would have liked our walk to-day. I 
feel quite sorry to leave this pleasant bank, and to 
return down through the streets.” 

“And I could with pleasure sit here for another 
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hour, gazing on the sea and the beautiful clouds, 
and feeling the sea breeze, but the daily routine of 
our lives must be attended to, and so let us make an 
effort, and set out on our way homewards.” 

“Nearly half our time now is over, is it not, 
mamma. I wonder whether Lady Seymour will be 
here all the time. I should be so glad if you could 
walk with me in the mornings also, mamma.” 

“To answer that speech all at once, Caroline, I 
must first tell you that we may probably be here 
about ten days longer, and that I have heard that 
Lady Seymour stays for at least six weeks. As to 
your morning walk, I cannot accompany you at that 
time, though I am sorry you should be at a loss for 
a companion. I wish you to have the advantage of 
the sea air every morning, so you must roam about 
alone until Flora honours you again with her 
society:” | 

“T fear she will not,” said Caroline, dolefully, 
“if the Miss Seymours are to stay here longer than 
we do.” 

“Then you must remember your resolution of 
this morning, not to annoy yourself about it, but to 
make the most of this visit to the sea-shore. So do 
not let Flora spoil all your enjoyment.” 

“Nomamma. Where shall we walk to-morrow?” 

“We will think of that when to-morrow comes.” 
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Papa’s account of them—Flora neglected by her new friends— 
Caroline’s sympathy—Zoophytes—Hard names— Usefulness 
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ay eP7sCUT the next day and the day following 
* we L) a ) 
ERS) were so rainy—in fact, such a deter- 
oy %) mined cloudy sky showed itself—that 
we: 


SaaS. {:) there was no question of when to 
TGa™ walk, Caroline regretted it less than 
she would have done, because she had now no great 
delight in her early walk; and im the afternoon she 
amused herself very well between a book and her 
red tub. 

The second wet day was better still, for in the 
afternoon, when Caroline was intently watching the 
movements of the crab, which was actively rushing 
about between the stones and the sea-weeds, she was 
surprised and pleased at the entrance of Flora with 
her mamma. 
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All her indignant feelings were swallowed up by 
the stronger one of joy. 

“How glad I am to see you, Flora,” she ex- 
claimed ; “do come and see my actinia; you have — 
never yet seen my tub ;” and she drew Flora towards 
it, after a very hearty embrace. 

“That is right, Caroline,” said Mrs. Staunton, 
Flora’s mother ; “I really thought that you might 
be quite vexed with Flora, she has so deserted you 
lately for her new acquaintances, and I insisted on 
bringing her here with me to-day, feeling sure you 
would be at home. I cannot allow you to suppose 
that it was her own doing in coming now!” 

“Oh, I am so sorry you had to insist on her 
coming to see me!” said Caroline; “but, indeed, I 
am too glad to see her any way, to feel vexed. 
Come, Flora, look at my Bunodes and my crab.” 

“Oh, really, the weeds look very pretty; how 
well the green laver looks, and how very clear and 
nice the water is; but is it not a great trouble to 
change it ?” 

“Change it! it has never been changed yet at 
all; this is the very first bucket of sea-water that I 
had ; I left the plants two days to fix themselves 
on the stones, and to recover their move, and now 
they keep the water fresh and nice; pe is no 
Occasion to renew it.” 
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“ And when did you put in these live creatures ? 
how well they all look.” 

“T went to get them the day that we passed 
you going for a ride; but you see I have only two 
sorts, and one crab, and a star-fish. I mean to try 
to find several more of different sorts. Do, Flora, 
alrange an aquarium for yourself, it 1s so amusing.” 
| “T am sure it is very amusing, but I do not 

think I shall manage one during this sea-side visit, 
for I shall be so much engaged with Miss Seymours; 
and what will you do with it when we return home? 
you will have to throw them all away !” 

“Oh no! mamma will manage for me to take 
them home; I shall have the stones and weeds in a 
large can filled with sea-water, and I will take the 
actinia in separate bottles of sea-water, so that they 
will not jolt about against éach other.” 

“What a great deal of trouble it will give you, 
Caroline; I do not think I should have patience ; 
_and, -you see, Augusta and Harriet do not care in 
the least for such things,” . 

“Augusta and Harnet! Oh, Flora, do ‘you 
change your own tastes and ways to accommodate 
yourself to theirs, which, I am sure, are not half so 
good ?” 

“Why are you sure? You say that, because 
they do not happen to care for jelly fish, as if there 
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was nothing in the world worth caring for but them. 
How prejudiced you are, Caroline, just because you 
are jealous of those girls.” 

“T believe I am a little jealous of them, but I 
shall try not to be prejudiced. You would have 
liked collecting weeds and actinia for an aquarium, 
Flora, if you had not known the Seymours; so, I 
think, you have lost the pleasure of a very amusing 
and interesting pursuit, and, perhaps, have had 
nothing instead, excepting discussions on dress.” 

“T have had instead, some very pleasant walks 
and conversations. Oh! mamma is going, good-bye 
Caroline.” 

“When shall I see you again, Flora?” asked 
Caroline. 

“Have you made any arrangement for to-mor- 
row, Flora,” asked Mrs. Staunton, “should it prove 
fine weather ?” 

“Yes, mamma; you said that I might accept the 
Seymours’ invitation to walk, and ride or drive with 
them ; and, to-morrow we are going to drive to the 
Forge Valley I believe; Lady Seymour said she 

could make room for me.” 

“Then, I suppose, you will take your early walk 
with Caroline ?” 

“Tam not quite sure, mamma ; if the Seymours 
are not out, perhaps I may.” 
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“Poor Caroline,” said Mrs. Leslie, smiling; “ you 
put up with her when no one else is to be had. Is 
it not so, Flora ?” 

Flora tried to laugh; but Mrs. Staunton looked 
very grave as she kissed Caroline and took leave. 

The next morning Caroline came early to her 
mother’s door—‘ I am going out, mamma,” she said, 
“and I do not in the least expect to see Flora; if I 
am alone, may I go just below the terrace, and look 
for some sea-weeds on the bank where the high tide 
throws them up?” And, having obtained permis- 
sion, she ran off. 

The previous evening her father had been ask- 
ing her whether she had paid any attention to the 
zoophytes, commonly so called, or more properly, 
polypidoms, that are to be found on this and on 
all sandy coasts. He had told her that they have 
the appearance of delicate sea-weed or the very 
finest coral, but are, in reality, the dwellings of 
minute and beautiful polypi, and are all classified 
and arranged. So Caroline thought she wauld look 
for some, and that the search would prevent her 
from feeling so lonely in the morning. 

“Well, 1 am glad to see a brighter face,” cried 
her father, as she entered the breakfast room; “a 
nice run with Flora, I suppose, has given me this 
pleasure.” 
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“No, indeed, papa,” replied Caroline, “I have 
not even seen Flora at a distance; I waited a long 
time on the bridge, and then I ran down to the 
sands and hunted about among the tangled sea- 
weed, and dry stuff that is on the upper part of the 
shore; and I picked out these bits, papa, some of 
them look like small fishes’ bones, and some like 
very small coral; are any of them polypidoms ?” 

“Well hunted, indeed, dear Caroline ; yes, here 
are some of the wonderful little dwellings of which 
I was telling you. These are now quite empty, for 
the inhabitant soon dries away, when out of the sea, 
and their home is in the deep sea; these bits are 
broken up and thrown on shore by the rough waves.” 

“Oh, papa, is it then impossible to see them — 
alive ?” 

“When the fishermen pull up their nets out at 
sea, these beautiful little things often are brought to 
light ; then they have been immediately placed in a 
glass filled with sea water, and have been distinctly 
seen to protrude their little pink flower-like heads, 
at the openings which end these delicate branches, 
or their feelers, similar to those of your actinia; but 
unless you can thus examine them immediately, you 
have no chance of seeing anything but the empty 
abode.” 

“This one, papa, looks quite like a fish’s back- 
bone.” 
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“Tt does rather so; but look at it through this 
microscope and you will see that all those little joints 
are hollow, horny shells, in which the polypus lives. 
This one 1s called sertularia, and that longer one is 
antennularia; these are, however, but broken and 
small specimens ; if you like to collect some better 
pieces, I will get you Landsborough’s book, which 
explains to you the whole system of their arrange- 
ment.” 

“Thank you, dear papa, I should like it very 
much. Perhaps mamma will go with me this after- 
noon to find some more actinia, and at the same time 
I will look for more of these delicate little things.” 

So she spent a very pleasant afternoon, though 
more than once she thought of Flora enjoying the 
expedition to Forge Valley, and probably never be- 
stowing a regret on her former friend. In the even- 
ing she was much amused in sorting and fixing her 
specimens on paper, and, with the help of her father, 
in finding out and affixing the correct names. 

_ During the following week she only saw Flora 
once or twice—the last time she passed her in the 
garden when walking between Augusta and Harriet, 
and Flora merely vouchsafed to give her a slight nod 
of recognition, and passed on without a word. Poor 
Caroline could scarcely restrain her tears, but she 
made an effort to meet her father with a cheerful 
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face as she went in to breakfast; and that afternoon 
Mrs. Staunton joined Mrs. Leslie and herself as they 
were going down to the beach. 

“My naughty Flora,” said Mrs. Staunton, “is 
again enticed away by her new friends, but never 
mind, Caroline, all things have an end, and so will 
this violent fancy of hers. I have not interfered 
with her, because I have an object in letting her 
take her own way in this instance.” 

“Caroline has borne it pretty well,” said Mrs. 
Leslie, “and her father has very kindly been shew- 
ing her how to preserve and arrange zoophytes, which 
has occupied her very pleasantly. I suppose, Caro- 
line, you are longing to commence your daily search.” 

“Oh, yes, mamma; I will hunt about whilst you 
and Mrs. Staunton walk.” And she diligently pur- 
sued her investigation of the dirty-looking heaps of 
weed, every now and then running after her mother 
to shew her some wonderful beauty. 

“That one, Caroline,” said Mrs. Staunton, “is 
surely a sea-weed—is it not?” as Caroline brought 
a bunch of delicate, white-looking leaves growing 
thickly on one root. 

“T do not know; it is not at all like any of the 
other zoophytes ; there is plenty of this same thing 
coloured brown, and I have always taken it fora sea- 
weed, and never took it in to papa, but this white 
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bunch is so pretty, that I will take it. I have found 
one or two different sorts to-day, mamma.” 

“Then to-morrow or Monday must complete 
your collection for this time, dear Caroline, as papa 
wishes to return home on Tuesday.” 

“And you, Mrs. Staunton,” asked Caroline, “do 
you also go back on Tuesday ?” 

“No; I think we shall remain till the end of the 
week.” 

“T shall be very glad to be at home again,” said 
Caroline. “I hope Flora will feel happy to come 
back to her old life; do you think she will ?” 

“T trust so, my dear girl, and I half expect Flora 
will have a lesson on the score of her fickleness be- 
fore we leave Scarborough ; but I cannot explain to 
you yet. Do you intend to come to the shore again 
to-morrow.” 

“TI do, mdeed ; unless mamma wishes to go else- 
where,” replied Caroline. 

“No; I quite intended to devote myself to you, 
Caroline, whilst we were here; so I shall go where 
you please. Now for home, my dear Caroline.” And 
she was soon busy by her father’s side sorting her 
specimens. 

“Look, papa; is this pretty white bunch of 
leaves only a sea-weed. I am afraid so, and though 
they are pretty, I do ngt find them nearly so inte- 
resting as the polypidoms.” 
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“But, Caroline, this one is a very beautiful poly- 
pidom—it is a flustra; you must fetch the micro- 
scope and look at it carefully. You will see all over 
the flat leaf: little cells, more resembling the cells in 
a bee-hive than anything else, and in each of those 
cells a creature has lived.” 

“Oh, papa, it is very beautiful ; how minute and 
yet how distinct are the little cells.” 

“This kind is called flustra carbasea ; it has only 
cells on one side of the leaf, and has that particularly 
shining, transparent look. There are other ‘ flustras,’ 
larger and darker, which have the cells on both sides 
of the leaf.” 

“ Ah, then, those I have frequently seen, and I 
stupidly thought they were common sea-weeds, but 
I will get some of them to-morrow.” 

“The others are flustra foliacea, it grows in long 
jagged leaves, with rounded ends, and there is another 
called flustra truncata, because it looks as if the ends 
of the leaves had been snipped off. Try to find both 
of those.” 

This, Caroline accomplished before breakfast on 
the Saturday, and she had been so busy during the 
week, that her father thought she must have collected 
nearly all the kinds that are met with on that coast. 
He agreed to look them all over with her in the 
evening, and when she and her mother set outin the 
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afternoon, she was bent on finding at least five more 
kinds during their walk. On the bridge they found 
Mrs. Staunton. 

“Let us walk up and down the bridge for a time,” 
she said. “I am watching for Flora; she is gone out 
to ride with the Seymours, but as I know they have 
some of their London friends with them, I rather 
wish to see what will occur.” 

Presently they saw Flora come gently down the 
road on the pony that she had before ridden, and 
after looking all round, she went forward on the 
sands, now and then looking back, and evidently in 
search of her friends. 

“Why did they not come to fetch her?” asked | 
Caroline ; “it must be so disagreeable to be riding 
all alone.” 

“T rather imagine that they have forgotten Flora, 
and have gone out to mde without her,” said Mrs. 
Staunton ; “and | am earnestly hoping that such is 
the case.” | 

Caroline looked surprised. “Oh, Mrs. Staunton,” 

she said, “are you really meaning what you say ? 
Do you like Flora to be so rudely neglected ?” 
_ “T think, dear Caroline, that were she to receive 
from others the same sort of indifference with which 
she has treated you, it might make her a little con- 
scious of her own fickle and unfeeling conduct.” 
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“There are some ladies riding,” said Caroline, 
pointing to the sands near the harbour ; “ but there 
are four, not two, still I think that the two nearest 
are the Miss Seymours.” And she watched them as 
they cantered rapidly towards the bridge. Flora 
meantime had turned again to mount the hill, not 
having perceived her friends in the distance, and ~ 
was slowly coming across the soft sand. At other 
times when she had ridden with Augusta and 
Harriet, they had come round on their ponies to the 
house where Mrs. Staunton lodged, and having ar- 
ranged to do so again, Flora had waited for them, 
and. at last, becoming impatient, had mounted and 
gone round to the Crescent, but hearing there that 
they had already started, she rather pettishly took 
the way to the sands, as they had usually com- 
menced their ride by a canter along the edge of the 
bay. Flora was the more annoyed at not finding 
them, for she had expected to meet with some of 
their London friends, who had come to Scarborough 
a few days previously. Augusta had been loud in 
her praises of the beauty and cleverness of the two 
Miss Montagues, who learnt to dance from the same 
fashionable mistress, and had the same music and 
Italian masters. And now a very disagreeable 
suspicion shot across Flora’s mind, that her new 
friends were not perhaps so eager for her society as 


144 FICKLE FLORA. 


they had been, when no more fashionable acquaint- 
ances were at hand. She was roused from her 
musing fit by the sound of horses’ feet behind her, 
and turning, she saw Augusta and Harriet. “Oh! 
here you are,” she exclaimed, “I could not think 
what had become of you.” 

“You see,” said Augusta, “that we have our 
friends, Miss Montagues, with us, and we have 
settled to take a long ride in the country, so we 
cannot stay on the sands with you to-day, good- 
bye ;” and switching her pony she cantered past 
Flora, followed by her sister and their two com- 
panions, handsome girls, apparently about the same 
age as themselves. 

Caroline, Mrs. Leslie, and Mrs. Staunton wit- 
nessed this encounter from the bridge above. They 
could not, it is true, hear the words that passed, but 
they could see first, the pleased surprise of Flora, 
the haughty air with which Augusta shook her off, 
the patronising nod from Harriet, and the cool in- 
difference of the two strangers; and then they 
marked the indignant flush which overspread Flora’s 
face, as she struck the pony sharply after a moment's 
pause, and made the animal dart up the hill towards 
her own home. 

“Oh! poor Flora,” exclaimed Caroline; “how 
excessively rude and disagreeable in the Miss Sey- 
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mours to leave her in that manner, after all the 
pains they have taken to engage her always to be 
with them. Do let us go, mamma, and ask if she 
will come to walk with us!” 

“No, my dear little forgiving girl, I must beg 
that you will not take any notice of Flora to-day. 
She does not know that we have been watching her, | 
and she knows that you and your mother are cer- 
tainly gone out for your walk by this time. She 
does not deserve any comfort at present, leave her 
to think over the conduct of her new friends, and to 
compare it with her own conduct to yourself. I 
only hope her conscience may oe true enough to 
compare them at all.” 

“I cannot bear to go on with my walk whilst | 
know that poor Flora is alone in the house, perhaps 
erying, and feeling herself left and slighted. Pray, 
Mrs. Staunton, allow me to run and beg her to come 
and assist in my search.” 

“No, my dear, I cannot grant your request ; it 
would spoil all the possible effect of what has just 
occurred.” 

“Well then, I must go alone, I suppose, and 
hunt in what you called the other day my dirt 
heaps, whilst you and mamma walk.” They pur- 
sued their way down to the sands, but Caroline 


could not feel the same interest in her pursuit, and 
L 
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after finding three or four specimens, she ‘sauntered 
after her mother, not even attempting to join in the 
conversation between her and Mrs. Staunton. After 
they had gone home, Caroline’s father sat waiting for 
her to bring her specimens as usual, and at last he 
asked, “ Have you nothing to shew me to-day, Caro- 
line? I thought you went out with the intention of 
bringing back every possible zoophyte that has ever. 
visited these shores. What has occurred so to 
change the course of your ideas?” Caroline related 
to her father what had passed, and added that she 
had felt so much grieved for Flora’s evident distress 
at the abandonment of her friends, that she had not 
searched for her curiosities so eagerly and success- 
fully as usual. “But, papa, I have some bits which 
are new to me, one in particular that is very 
pretty ;” and she exhibited a little bit of “Crisia 
Eburnea.” “TI am quite sure that it 2s a zoophyte,” 
she said; “I know now how to distinguish them 
from sea-weeds, I think. Is it not a good speci- 
men ?” 

“It is a good piece, and of a kind not very com- 
mon on this coast. Indeed, I think you have done 
very well this afternoon, in spite of the disturbance 
of your equanimity. What else have you?” 

“A bit, a very small bit, of the long pipe-like 
sort that you were describing to me.” 
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“Yes! Tubularia indivisa; and now, Caroline, 
I really think you have a very fair beginning for 
your little collection. When we get home we will 
pursue this kind of study as far as books will take 
us, apart from the actual visible things themselves.” 

“And then, papa, we shall look forward with 
much more pleasure to our next visit to the sea- 
shore. Will you look over all I have now, and see 
if I have added the names correctly ?” 

“ With pleasure, dear Caroline ; we will look at 
the description of each in Landsborough as we go 
on.” : 

. “Well, then, here is my very first specimen, 
Sertularia Abietina, and my three sorts of Flustras ; 
and this is a bottle-brush; what is the: name, 
papa ?” 

“¢Thuiaria Thuja;’ that is common everywhere, 
but pretty and curious.” 

“Then my greatest beauty, ‘Salicornia,’ and 
also ‘Crisia Eburnea ;’ both so delicate and pretty.” 

“They are both rather rare on this coast ; yet I 
admire almost more the bit now in your hand, the 
Sea Cypress, or ‘Sertularia Cupressina,’ it is so ex- 
tremely graceful!” 

“Oh! but this next one is really the prettiest of 
all, Sertularia operculata, or Sea hair. I can scarcely 
conceive, dear papa, that every little minute joint 
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has contained a living creature; such an airy look- 
ing mass of mere threads! ” 

“Tt is, indeed, a marvellous creation!” 

“Then, papa, I have ‘Thuiaria Articulata,’ not 
so pretty as many others ; ‘Cellularia Reptans,’ that. 
is small and beautiful; and last of all, the curious 
parasite that grows over something else, Membrani- 
pora pilosa. Oh, no, here is one more, and a pretty 
one, ‘Antennularia Antennina.’ I suppose, papa, 
called so from its resemblance to the antennz of 
insects.” 

“Yes, my dear; they are very nicely preserved, 
and neatly named. - Was not this study better than 
objectless reveries over the silly conduct of your 
companion, dear Caroline? Remember, that occu- 
pation and the study of something, is always the 
best remedy for annoyances that are thrown upon 
us by others. JI mean annoyances that have not 
arisen through any negligence or fault of our own; 
the remedy for such self-caused troubles, is to repair 
the wrong earnestly and perseveringly ; this grief 
of yours was of the passive sort that you could not 
help ; but had only to endure.” 

“T understand, papa; it did me no good at all 
to think about Flora, and lament her absence ; and 
it made no difference at all in her feelings towards 
me; so it was best to think about it as little as 
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I could, and to interest myself with something 
else.” 

“Just so; recollect this for your next trouble, — 
whenever it may come; if you can remedy the evil, 
do so at once; and if not, bear it patiently, and 
occupy yourself incessantly.” 

“T shall be very much occupied on Monday, 
papa; I shall have my aquarium to pack, and my 
zoophytes ; besides all the usual packing of lesson 
books and music, and clothes.” 

“ All the better, dear Caroline; we shall start 
very early on Tuesday, so pack all on Monday.” 


CHAPTER VIII. 


The Last Walk in Scarborough — Flora’s Vexation — Caroline. 
Returns to her Home—Flora’s Self Reproach— Conscience 
Awakened—The Signals Resumed—Confession and Recon-. 
ciliation. 


BEI >GR/AROLINE had some doubts about 
" 


Gs going out for the early walk on Mon- 
| z A © i day; she thought that Flora would 


scarcely walk again with the Miss 
Seymours after their rudeness to her ; 

and still she might not like so immediately to fall 
back on her old friend, and so confess how evanes- 
cent had been the professed love of Augusta and 
Harriet; and she thought that she should really 
feel very awkward for Flora at their first meeting. 
On the other hand, if she did not go out, and Flora 
should be waiting for her on the bridge, intending 
to talk to her of all that had passed, and to say 
something of sorrow for her desertion, how sulky 
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and unforgiving would it appear not to be there to 
welcome her! So, at last, Caroline determined to 
go out as usual, to linger a little on the bridge, and 
then, should no Flora appear, to pursue her walk 
alone. There was to be no walk on Monday after- 
noon, which she meant to employ in preparing her 
treasures. 

When Caroline left the house for her last walk 
by the shore, she felt that she should quite regret 
the lovely morning air, especially on those days 
when the sea was quiet and the sky unclouded. 
“Tt is really rather strange,” she thought, “that I 
should have liked this place so much, after all; I 
shall not be afraid of leaving home again, for I see 
that new things and new ideas can even prevent 
one from feeling a sorrow so much as one would do 
at home, in accustomed places. Oh, how happy I 
shall be if Flora comes to me again this morning.” 

She loitered long on the bridge, till her hope 
died away; and then she went down on the sand, 
and walked to and fro quietly, until she thought her 
usual time out of doors had passed. 

Flora, on her part, had had many debates with 
herself, whether or not to go out to meet Caroline. 
She was not aware that the scene on the sands had 
been witnessed by any one, and she shrunk from 
the shame of acknowledging how much mistaken 
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she had been in Augusta and Harriet. Then it 
seemed so cowardly to run back immediately to 
Caroline, as if she could not bear to be alone; and 
she rather dreaded that the Seymours should again 
see her with Caroline, for though she felt their con- 
duct to be despicable, she had not the courage to 
feel indifferent to their ridicule. So she stayed at 
home, blaming her friends, blaming herself, and 
half angry with poor Caroline, because she had 
done nothing amiss in the matter; on the contrary, 
had shewn her judgment to be the best of the two. 

At luncheon Mrs. Staunton asked if Flora had 
walked with Carolme in the morning; and on re- 
ceiving a reply in the negative, she expressed some 
surprise, adding—“I should have thought, Flora, 
that the very unkind and rude conduct of your new 
friends yesterday, would have shewn you how truly 
inferior they are to the steady and warm-hearted 
companion of your life; and that you would have 
had the sincerity at once to have gone to Caroline, 
and begged her to forgive and overlook your be- 
haviour to her,and toallow you again to be her friend!” 

Only one part of what her mother said attracted 
Flora’s attention. 

“Their unkind and rude conduct, mamma; how 
did you know? Who told you of it ?” 

“My own eyes, Flora; Mrs. Leslie and I were on 
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the Spa bridge with Caroline, we saw you go to the 
shore on your pony, evidently looking for those who 
had forgotten you, and then we saw them come up 
to you, and when they observed your intention to 
join them, we saw them carelessly take leave of you, 
as much as to say, now we have better companions, 
we do not want you! Certainly we did not hear 
the words that passed, but I am sure they must have 
been of cutting coldness, to judge from your indig- 
nant ascent of the hill on your way home!” 

Flora coloured with vexation. 

“Then Mrs. Leslie and Caroline also saw me left 
there. Oh, how I wish we had never come to this 
nasty Scarborough. Caroline will so triumph over 
me, for she said at first that the Seymours looked 
haughty and conceited ; and now she has seen them 
treat me with scorn. How glad she must have felt 
at witnessing my discomfiture.” 

“T am sure that Caroline has no such feelings; 
she expressed the utmost sympathy with you, and 
indignation against them; and she begged me to 
allow her to come here for you, that you might not 
feel yourself neglected and left by all! I would not 
hear of her doing so, because I wished you to suffer 
what you had inflicted on her. But you scarcely 
seem to think that you have treated her ill.” 

“Did she, indeed, seem to feel sorry that I was 
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so treated ?. Do you think she has been much annoyed 
herself by my leaving her as I have done 2” 

“She has felt it extremely. Mrs. Leslie told me 
that she had previously no idea that Caroline’s love 
for you was so strong; and, far from blaming you, 
she has supposed that her own dullness and inferi- 
ority to others was the reason that you could not be 
content with her society. Indeed, she 1s a generous 
and a humbly-minded girl. I wish I could see you 
more like her in many respects.” 

“ And do you think then, mamma, that she would 
be glad to be with me again, as we used to be.” 

“Tam not only sure of that, but I am sure that 
not one reproach will ever be spoken by her. But 
I do hope that you will reproach yourself.” 

“'To-morrow morning, mamma, I will go on the 
bridge as I used to do, and if Caroline comes, I will 
tell her that I am sorry I neglected her.” 

Mrs. Staunton did not tell Flora that Caroline 
would have left Scarborough on her way home before 
the usual time for their meeting on the bridge, be- 
cause she thought that Flora had scarcely been 
mortified enough to make her sensible of her own 
bad conduct; and she thought a little doubt as to 
Caroline’s feeling towards her would perhaps have 
good effect. | 

During the afternoon of Monday, Caroline was 
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busily employed, first of all in packing carefully her 
specimens of polypidoms, then in transferring her 
actinia into a number of wide mouthed bottles filled 
with sea water. These were then placed in a wide 
hamper which was to travel on the floor of the car- 
riage, so that Caroline could watch that none of the 
bottles were upset. The stones and sea-weeds at- 
tached were put pretty closely together in a large 
tin vessel with a lid, and the sea water contained in 
that and in all the bottles, Caroline thought would 
be quite sufficient to supply a tub similar to that 
she had had at Scarborough. This was to be found 
at home, as the original red tub was by far too 
heavy an article to travel conveniently. During her 
arrangements, Caroline listened eagerly every time 
the door-bell rang, hoping that Flora would come 
to say good-bye to her, but the afternoon passed, and 
evening came, tea time, and candle-light time, and 
no Flora. | 

“Oh, mamma,” said Caroline, pitifully, “I 
really did think that she would have come in to-day 
to see us before we left. Do you think it possible 
that she went again to-day to walk with the 
Seymours? Even if she did, there has been time 
since for her tocome. I begin to be afraid, mamma, 
that she will never love me again ;” and Caroline 
burst into tears. 
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“If Flora were to feel that doubt about you, 
Caroline, it would be more suitable. You have done 
nothing to alienate her affection; but she has done 
what might disgust one less strongly attached than 
you. I have not the slightest doubt that Flora will 
be glad and thankful to be allowed to love you 
again. But you must yet have patience a little 
longer. They do not return home for the next ten 
days, and I expect that Flora will meet with many 
mortifications during that time, which I trust will 
send her home with a little more sense than she has 
shown lately.” 

“J wish the ten days were over, mamma. I do 
not wish her to be mortified, and I shall be so glad 
to see her back. Would you like me to go to their 
house just to say good-bye to her ?” 

“No, Caroline, I think not; go to bed, for we 
shall be up early.” | 

By the time that Flora went slowly to the bridge, 
revolving in her mind how she should speak to 
Caroline, the Leslie family, the actinia in their 
bottles, and the sea-weeds in their large tin jar, were 
far on the road towards their home. Flora was 
rather relieved at first at not finding Caroline, for a 
night’s reflection had made her feel a little ashamed 
of her own conduct, especially as events had shewn 
how very much misplaced had been her sudden and 
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violent admiration of Augusta and Harriet Seymour. 
But when a quarter of an hour or twenty minutes 
passed, she began to feel uneasy, and to ask herself 
how it would be, should Caroline indeed not wish ta 
resume their intimacy. Her mamma, it is true, had 
described Caroline’s behaviour the day they had 
watched the riding party from the bridge, but two 
whole days had passed since, and Caroline might 
now think, that as Flora had not come near her, 
neither would she seek one that apparently had no love 
left for her. With no very light heart she was turning 
to go home, when she met face to face, Augusta, 
Harriet, their younger sister, and the two Miss 
Montagues. Augusta, who was first, put on a con- 
descending smile. “Well, Flora,” she said, “ I suppose 
you are waiting for your old companion Miss Leslie ;” 
and slightly nodding, she passed on with her party. 
Flora’s indignation was strong enough to prevent 
her from crying, and she went home with a firm 
step. 

“Mamma!” she said, “I have, been out to meet 
Caroline, but she is holding back from me now, for 
she did not come on the bridge at all.” 

“There is a better reason than that for your not 
seeing her; she must be now more than half way 
towards home.” 
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“Home!” exclaimed Flora; “have they left 
Scarborough ? Gone away quite ?” 

“Yes! their intended three weeks here came to 
an end to-day. You knew that they only thought 
of staying for that time, did you not ?” 

“T heard so at first, but I had forgotten all about 
the time. It is rather hard, mamma, that just when 
I had determined to try to make amends to Caroline, 
I find I have not the power.” 

“That shews you that we cannot choose our 
own times for behaving well; we carelessly let the 
opportunity slip, and another never may come!” 

“ How much longer shall we stay then, mamma ?” 

“Ten days, or perhaps a fortnight.” 

“Qh, dear! Iam so sorry. I shall not in the 
least enjoy it now; I wish we could go home to- 
day !” | | 
“Then you acknowledge that the presence of 
your admired friends Augusta and Harriet is now no 
attraction to you!” 

“You know, mamma, that they left me the 
other day, and again this morning I saw them on 
the bridge, and they passed me by, and said they 
supposed I was waiting for my old companion I 
will never go out of the house again whilst we stay 
here. I cannot bear it!” 

“T shall not allow you to give up your daily walks, 
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Flora. If you have brought on yourself the vexation 
of being slighted by these girls, you must bear it 
as well as you can, and consider that you slighted 
Caroline in the same way, although you had seemed 
to love her all your life. So your conduct was far 
worse than theirs is towards you. They have only 
known you a very short time, and cannot think 
very highly of you after seeing the way in which 
you deserted your own friend !” 

Every day Flora regretted more and more the 
absence of Caroline. Her morning walks were soli- 
tary and wearisome, and though in the afternoon her 
mother took her with her either to drive or to walk, 
and once or twice for a short row along the coast, 
yet she terribly missed the quiet cheerfulness that 
had formerly made so pleasant a contrast to her own 
wild spirits. She tried to amuse herself by making 
an aquarium like Caroline’s, and by collecting pebbles 
on the shore, but want of some one to sympathize in 
her success or failure, took away all interest in those 
pursuits. As to the two Seymours, it was worse 
than if they had altogether left Scarborough, for 
by degrees they discontinued even the few words 
with which they had greeted her, and a very indiffe- 
rent nod, as they passed her in walking or driving, 
was but an aggravation of her annoyance. Mrs. 
Staunton left her very much to herself, and the days 
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appeared to her longer than she had ever known 
them. As, however, all things, whether pleasant or 
otherwise, come to an end, the week gradually wore 
on, and Flora with much satisfaction heard her 
mother give directions about their journey home on 
the following Tuesday. Her actinia had all failed 
in consequence of her hurry in putting them into the 
tub before the weeds were settled sufficiently to pre- 
serve the water, so, with the exception of a few 
pebbles, she had no addition to her preparations for 
the journey, and very joyfully took her place in the 
carriage and bade good-bye to Scarborough. When 
they had gone a few miles, however, she began to 
anticipate what would be her welcome from Caroline, 
and she felt that even in her own pleasant home she 
should feel but little happiness, if Caroline were 
estranged from her. She sat silently thinking over 
this, till her mother said—“ Why, Flora, was hoping . 
to see your face brighten a little as we drew near 
home. You have been so desirous to leave Scar- 
borough that I really thought you would be pleased 
when the time came, but here is a most dismal face 
indeed. What am I to understand—do you neither 
like to go home nor to stay away ?” 

JT am so afraid, mamma, about what Caroline 
will be when I see her again. If she were to speak 
to me, or nod at me, as the Seymours did, I should 
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be almost ready to ae myself. I do not know what 
I should do.” 

“TY am glad that your conscience tells you that 
you deserve some such treatment; and, pray, ob- 
serve also how much pleasure you have marred by 
your folly. First of all, you have disappomted me, 
independently of the vexation of seeing that I have 
so silly a child.” | 

“Disappointed you! How, mamma ?” 

“ My object in coming to Scarborough has been 
unfulfilled. When Mrs. Leslie told me that she 
should like to take Caroline to the seaside for a time, 
I agreed to go also, thinking that it would be a nice 
variation for you, and that both you and Caroline 
would enjoy it more together. Now, as I am not 
fond of the sea-shore myself, and like to be at home 
in the summer months, I gave up my own comfort 
to minister to yours ; and had I given pleasure by 
so doing, I should not have regretted it. But I have 
pleased nobody. You only caused sorrow to Caro- 
line, you have brought sorrow and discomfort on 
yourself, and you have shewn me that my daughter 
has far less sense than I thought she had.” 

“Oh, mamma, [ had no idea I had done so much 
harm as that. I am sorry—very sorry.” 

“Then you have spoilt Caroline’s time here very 


completely, for though she tried hard to amuse her- 
M 
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self and make the best of it, I am sure that no day 
passed without a heartache on-your account.” 

The tears came to Flora’s eyes. “ Poor Caroline, 
I am sure she deserved better treatment from me. I 
will indeed, mamma, try to make amends to her by 
loving her more than ever.” 

“Tf she will let you, that is. And for yourself, 
Flora, I need not ask whether you have had much 
real enjoyment since we left home. Even when the 
Seymours appeared to think much of you, you must 
have had a consciousness of wrong conduct that 
could not have left you free to be happy.” 

“| have, indeed, done more harm than I thought 
of. But what can Ido now, mamma? Unluckily 
we cannot begin again at the day I first saw the 
Seymours.” 

“If Caroline should be cold towards you, you 
must bear it patiently and affectionately, and keep 
in your memory how well your love merited in- 
difference from her. My only fear is that you will 
too soon forget all that has passed during the last 
three weeks.” | : 

“T will not, mamma. You will see how steady 
I shall be. I will go down to our little gate to- 
morrow morning, and if Caroline does not come 
also, 1 will go in and beg her to forgive me.” 

Full of this intention Flora went to bed more 
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happily. Her home looked fresh and beautiful; the 
trees in such full leaf, the flower garden brilliant, 
the rooms so large and luxurious, after the poorly 
furnished lodging. But Flora was too full of the 
meeting on the morrow to be much occupied with _ 
such things. 

Caroline had passed a quiet pleasant week, having 
resumed all her old occupations and amusements. 
She had determined that on the morning following 
Flora’s arrival at home, she would, as she had often 
done formerly, hang out a signal flag from her 
window, which would at once shew Flora that she 
hoped to resume their former habits immediately, 
and that she meant to say nothing about the past 
estrangement. 

Flora had not thought about the flags, so she 
started with joy when, on opening her window and 
leaning out to feel the soft pure air, she perceived 
the fluttering little flag above the trees. 

“ Dear Caroline,” she thought, “she means to be 
just as usual. Blue! that is to say, ‘Will you come 
into our garden,’ unless, indeed, it is by chance that 
the flag is hung out. . She ran down to her mother’s 
room. “QOh,mamma,” she exclaimed, “the blue flag 
is out! You know that asks me to come. Do you 
think she has really just put it out, or only left it 
there by chance, not meaning it for me ?” 
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“You had better take it in its best sense, Flora, 
and accept the invitation at once.” 

Away flew Flora across the park and in at the 
little gate, then along the path to Caroline’s own 
little garden. There stood Caroline, and Flora 
flung herself into her arms. “You saw my flag 
then, Flora. I was afraid you might not wish to 
come; but I am so glad to see you.” Flora could 
only cry. “Oh, Flora, what is the matter?” con- 
tinued Caroline; our first morning at home again, 
try to feel happy.” 

“ You may well feel happy,” said Flora, “ for 
you have done no harm. But I do not know when 
I shall be right again ; not, at any rate, till you say 
you have quite forgiven me, and will love me again.” 

“T never left off loving you,” said Caroline, “ and 
I did not mean to say a word about anything that 
is gone by, but to be always your real and own 
friend, as I hope you will be to me;” and a warm 
kiss sealed the bargain. 


THE END. 
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13th Thousand. 


A Chapter of Accidents; 
Or, the Mother’s Assistant in cases of Burns, Scalda, Cuts, &c. 
Pay To-day, Trust To-morrow; 
A Story illustrative of the Evils of the Tally System. 4th Thousand. 
Nursery Work; 
Or Hannah Bakev’s First Place. 4th Thousand. 
| Family Prayers for Cottage Homes; 


With a Few Words cn Prayer, and Select Scripture Passages. Fcap. 
8vo. price 4d. limp cloth. 


ne «* These litt'e works are admirably adapted for circulation among the working 
classes. 
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The Fairy Tales of Science. 


A Book for Youth. By J.C. Broucno. With 16 Beautiful Illustra- 
tions by C. H. Bennert. Fcap. 8vo, price 5s.,cloth; 5s. 6d. gilt edges. 

Contents: 1. The Age of Monsters.—2. The Amber Spirit.— 
3. The Four Elements.—4. The Life of an Atom.—5. A Little Bit.— 
6. Modern Alchemy.—?. The Magic of the Sunbeam.—8. Two Eyes 
Better than One.—9. The Mermaid’s Home.—10. Animated Flowers.— 
11, Metamorphoses.—12. The Invisible World.—13. Wonderful Plants. 
14. Water Bewitched.—15. Pluto’s Kingdom.—16. Moving Lands.— 
17, The Gnomes.—18. A Flizht through Space.—19. The Tale of a 
Comet.—20. The Wonderful Lamp. 


““ Science, Laine ha was never made more attractive and easy of entrance into the 
youthful mind.’"— The Builder. 

‘‘ Altogether the volume is one of the most original, as well as one of the most useful, 
books of the season,” —Genlleman’s Magazine. 


The Nine Lives of a Cat; 

¢ <A Tale of Wonder. Written and Illustrated by C. H. BENNETT. 
Twenty-four Engravings. Imperial 16mo. price 2s. cloth; 2s. 6d, 
coloured. 


“ Rich in the quaint humour and fancy that a man of genius knows how to spare for the 
enlivenment of children.’’—~—Z.xaminer. 


Sunday Evenings with Sophia; 
Or, Little Talks on Great Subjects. A Book for Girls. By LEonoraA 
G. Bet. Frontispiece by J. ABsoLon. Feap. 8vo, price 2s. 6d. cloth. 
** A very suitable gift for a thoughtful girl.”"— Bell's Messenger. 


Blind Man’s Holiday; 


Or Short Tales for the Nursery. By the Author of “ Mia and Charlie,” 
“Sidney Grey,” etc. Illustrated by John Absolon. Super Royal 
16mo. price 3s. 6d. cloth; 4s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 
** Very true to nature and admirable in feeling.”—-Guardian. 

‘ e ° 

Scenes of Animal Life and Character. 
From Nature and Recollection. In Twenty Plates. By J.B. 4to, 
price 2s., plain; 2s.6d., coloured, fancy boards. 


“Truer, heartier, more playful, or more enjoyable sketches of animal life could 
scarcely be found anywhere.”—Speclator. 


Caw, Caw; 


Or, the Chronicles of the Crows. Illustrated by J. B. 4to, price 
3s. plain; 2s. 6d. coloured. 


Jack Frost and Betty Snow; 


With other Tales for Wintry Nights and Rainy Days. Illustrated by 
H. Weir. 2s, 6d. cloth; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 


‘“‘ The dedication of these pretty tales, prove by whom they are written; they are inde- 
libly stamped with that natural and graceful method of anid while instructing. which 
only persons of genius possess.”—Art Journal. 
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W:- H.- CG. KINGSTON?S BOOKS FOR BOYS: 
With Illustrations. Fcap. 8vo. price 5s. each, cloth; 5s. 6d. gilt edges. 


True Blue; 
Or, the Life and Adventures of a British Seaman of the Old Schoo’. 


‘‘There is about all Mr. Kingston’s tales a spirit of hopefulness,fJhonesty. and cheery 
goon principle, which makes them most wholesome, as welljas most interesting reading.”— 
ra. 


Will Weatherhelm ; 


Or, the Yarn of an Old Sailor about his Early Life and Adventures. 


‘* ‘We tried the story on an audience of boys, who one and all declared it to be capital.” 
— Atheneum, 


Fred Markham in Russia; 


Or, the Boy Travellers in the Land of the Czar. 


** Most admirably does this book unite a capital narrative, with the communication of 
valuable information respecting Russia.”— Nonconformist. 


Salt Water; 


Or Neil D’Arcy’s Sea Life and Adventures. With Eight Illustrations. 


‘With the exception of Capt. Marryat, we know of no English author who will cemparc 
with Mr. Kingston as a writer of books of nautical adventure.” —TIiliustrated News. 


Manco, the Peruvian Chief; 


With Ilustrations by Cart Scumonze. 


‘* A capital book ; the story being one of much interest, and presenting a good account 
of the history and institutions, the customs and manners, of the country."— Literary Gacette. 


Mark Seaworth; 


A Tale of the Indian Ocean. By the Author of “ Peter the Whaler,” 
etc. With Illustrations by J. ABsoton. Second Edition. 


“No more interesting, nor more safe book, can be put into the hands of youth; and 
to boys especially, ‘ Mark Seaworth’ will be a treasure of delight.”—Art Journal. 


Peter the Whaler; 


His early Life and Adventures in the Arctic Regions. Second Edition. 
Tlustrations by E. Duncan. 


‘*A better present for a boy of an active turn of mind could not be found. The tone of 
the book is manly, healthful, and vigorous.”— Weekly News. 


‘‘A book which the old may, but which fhe young must, read when they have once 
begun it.”,—Athenceum. 
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Old Nurse’s Book of Rhymes, Jingles, and Ditties. 


Illustrated by C. H. Bennett. With Ninety Engravings. Fcap. 4to. 
price 8s. 6d. cloth, plain, or 6s. coloured. 


* The illustrations are all so replete with fun and imagination, that we scarcely know 
who will be most pleased with the book, the good-natured grandfather who gives it, or the 
chubby grandchild who gets it, for a Christmas-Box.’’—Notes and Queries. 


Maud Summers the Sightless: 


A Narrative for the Young. Illustrated by Absolon. 3s. 6d. cloth; 
4s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 


** A touching and beautiful story."—Christian Treasury. 


Clara Hope; 


Or, the Blade and the Ear. By Miss Mitner. With Frontispiece 
by Birket Foster. Fcap. 8vo. price 3s.6d. cloth; 4s. 6d. cloth elegant, 
gilt edges. 


‘*A beautiful narrative, showing how bad habits may be eradicated, and evil tempers 
subdued.”’—~British Mother's Journal, 


The Adventures and Experiences of Biddy Dork- 


ING and of the FAT FROG. Edited by Mrs.§.C. Harn, Illustrated 
by H. Weir. 2s. 6d. cloth; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 
“Most amusingly and wittily told."—Morning Herald. 


BY THE AUTHOR OF “‘CAT AND DOC,” ETC. 


Historical Acting Charades; 


Or, Amusements for Winter Evenings. New Edition. Fcap. 8vo, 
price 3s. 6d. cloth; 4s. gilt edges. 
‘‘A rare book for Christmas parties, and of practical value.”—-Jlustrated News. 


The Story of Jack and the Giants: 


With thirty-five Dlustrations by RicHarp Dorie. Beautifully printed. 
New and Cheaper Edition. Fcap. 4to. price 2s. 6d. cloth; 3s. 6d. 
coloured, extra cloth, gilt edges. 

**In Doyle’s drawings we have wonderful conceptions, which will secure the book a 


place amongst the treasures of collectors, as well as excite the imaginations of children.” 
—ITllustrated Times. 
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Granny’s Wonderful Chair; 


And its Tales of Fairy Times. By Frances Browne. With Illus- 
trations by Kenny Meapows. Small 4to, 3s. 6d. cloth, 4s. 6d. coloured, 
gilt edges. 


Z “One of the happiest blendings of marvel and moral we have ever seen.” —Literary 
azelle, 


The Early Dawn; 


Or, Stories to Think about. By a Country CLerGyman. Illus- 
trated by H. Weir, etc, Small 4to.; price 2s. 6d. cloth; 3s. 6d. 
coloured, gilt edges. ; 


‘“‘The matter is both wholesome and instructive, and must fascinate as well as benefit 
the young.”—Literurium. 


Angelo; 


Or, the Pine Forest among the Alps. By Grratpine E. JEwspoury, 
author of “The Adopted Child,” ete. With Illustrations by Jonn 
ABSOLON. Small 4to; price 2s. 6d. cloth; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 


“ As pretty a child’s story as one might look for on a winter’s day."— Examiner. 


Tales of Magic and Meaning. 


Written and Illustrated by ALFRED CrowauiLL, Author of “Funny 
Leaves for the Younger Branches,” “ The Careless Chicken,” “ Picture 
Fables,” etc. Small 4to.; price 3s. 6d. cloth; 4s. 6d. coloured. 


“* Cleverly written, abounding in frolic and pathos, and inculcates so pure a moral, that 
we must pronounce him a very fortunate little fellow, who catches these ‘Tales of Magic,’ 
as a windfall from * The Christmas Tree’.”—Atheneum. 


Faggots for the Fire Side; 


Or, Tales of Fact and Fancy. By Peter Partey. With Twelve 
Tinted Illustrations. Foolscap 8vo.; 3s. 6d., cloth; 4s. gilt edges. 


‘* A new book by Peter Parley is a pleasant greeting for all boys and girls, wherever the 
English language is spoken and read. He hasa happy method of conveying information, 
while seeming to address himself to the imagination.”’— The Critic. 
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The Discontented Children ; 


And How they were Cured. By Mary and ExizaneTH Krrey. 
Illustrated by H. K. Browne (Phiz.). Second edition, price 2s. 6d. 
cloth; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 


“We know no better method of banishing ‘discontent’ from school-room and nursery 
than by introducing this wise and clever story to their inmates.”—Art Journal. 


The Talking Bird; 


Or, the Little Girl who knew what was going to happen. By M. and 
FE. Kirsy. With Illustrations by H. K. Browne (Puiz). Small 4to. 
Price 2s. 6d. cloth; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 


“The story is ingeniously told, and the moral clearly shown.”—Atheneum. 


Julia Maitland; 


Or, Pride goes before a Fall, By-M.and E. Kirsy. Illustrated by 
Axpsoton. Price 2s. 6d. cloth; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 


“Tt is nearly such a story as Miss Edgeworth might have written on the same theme.”— 
The Press. 


Letters from Sarawak, 


Addressed to a Child; embracing an Account of the Manners, Cus- 
toms, and Religion of the Inhabitants of Borneo, with Incidents of 
Missionary Life among the Natives. By Mrs. M‘DovgaLt.’ Fourth 
Thousand, with Illustrations. 3s. 6d. cloth. 


All is new, interesting, and admirably told.” —Church and State Gazette. 


COMICAL PICTURE BOOKS. 
Uniform in size with “The Struwwelpeter.” 


Each with Sixteen large Coloured Plates, price 2s. 6d., in fancy boards, 
or mounted on cloth, Is. extra. 


Picture Fables. 


Written and Illustrated by ALFRED CROwQUILL. 


The Careless Chicken; 


By the Baron Kraxemsipes. By ALFRED CROWQUILL. 


Funny Leaves for the Younger Branches. 


By the Baron Krakemsipzs, of Burstenoudelafen Castle. Mlustrated 
by ALFRED CrowQviLt. 
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Laugh and Grow Wise; 


By the Senior Owl of Ivy Hall. With Sixteen large coloured 
Plates. Price 2s. 6d. fancy boards; or 3s. 6d. mounted on cloth. 


The Remarkable History of the House that Jack 


Built. Splendidly Dlustrated and magnificently Illuminated by THE 
Son of a Genius. Price 2s. in fancy cover. 


** Magnificent in suggestion, and most comical in expression !’’—Atheneum. 
A Peep at the Pixies; 


Or, Legends of the West. By Mrs. Bray. Author of “Life of 
Stothard,” “‘ Trelawny,” etc., etc. With Illustrations by Phiz. Super- 
royal 16mo, price 3s. 6d, cloth; 4s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 


‘*A peep at the actual Pixies of Devonshire, faithfully described by Mrs. Bray, is a 
treat. Her knowledge of the locality, her affection for her subject, her exquisite feeling 
for nature, and her real delight in fairy lore, have given a freshness to the little volume 
we did not expect. The notes at the end contain matter of interest for all who feel a 
desire to know the origin of such tales and legends.”"——-Aré Jourzal. 


A BOOK.FOR EVERY CHILD. 


The Favourite Picture Book; 


A Gallery of Delights, designed for the Amusement and Instruction of 
the Young. With several Hundred Illustrations from Drawings by 
J. Assoton, H. K. Browne (Phiz), J. GivBert, T. LANDsEER, 
J. Leecu, J. S. Prout, H. Weir, etc. New Edition. Royal 4to., 
price 3s. 6d., bound in anew and Elegant Cover; 7s. 6d. coloured; 
10s, 6d. mounted on cloth and coloured. 


Ocean and her Rulers; 


A Narrative of the Nations who have from the earliest ages held do- 
minion over the Sea; and comprising a brief History of Navigation. 
By ALFRED Exiwes. With Frontispiece. Feap. 8vo, 5s. cloth; 
5s. 6d. gilt edges. | 


‘* The volume is replete with valuable and interesting information ; and we cordially 


recommend it as a useful auxiliary in the school-room, and entertaining companion in the 
library.” —Morning Post. 


Berries and Blossoms. 


A Verse Book for Children. By T. Westrwoop. With Title and 
Frontispicce printed in Colours. Super-royal 16mo, price 3s. 6d. 
cloth, gilt edges. 
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The Wonders of Home, in Eleven Stories. 
By Granpratuer Grey. With Illustrations. Third and Cheaper 
Edition, Royal 16mo., 2s. 6d. cloth; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 


ContTents.—1l. The Story of a Cup of Tea. —2. A Lump of Coal.—3. 
Some Hot Water.—4. A Piece of Sugar.—5. The Milk Jug.—6. A 
Pin.—7. Jenny’s Sash.—8. Harry’s Jacket.—9. A Tumbler.—10. A 
Kn'fe-—11. ‘This Book. 


** The idea is excellent, and its execution equally commendable. The subjects are well 
s2lected, and are very happily told in a light yet sensible manner.” — Weekly News. 


Cat and Dog; 


Or, Memoirs of Puss and the Captain. MTlustrated by Werr. Sixth 
Edition. Super-royal 16mo, 2s. 6d. cloth; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 


“The author of this amusing little tale is, evidently, a keen observer ofnature. The 
illustrations are well executed; and the moral, which points the tale, is conveyed in the 
most attractive form.”—Britannia. 


The Doll and Her Friends; 


Or, Memoirs of the Lady Seraphina. By the Author of “Cat and 
Dog.” Third Edition, With Four Ilustrations by H. K. Browne 
(Phiz), 2s.6d., cloth; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 


“Evidently written by one who has brought great powers tobear upon a small matter.” — 
Morning Herald. 


Tales from Catland; 


Dedicated to the Young Kittens of England. By an O_p Tansy. 
Illustrated by H. Weir. Third Edition. .Small 4to, 2s. 6d. plain; 
3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 


* The combination of quiet humour and sound sense has made this one of the pleasantest 
little books of the season.” —Lady'’s Newspaper. 


The Grateful Sparrow. 


A True Story, with Frontispiece. Third Edition. Price 6d. sewed. 


How I Became a Governess. 


_ By the Author of “The Grateful Sparrow.” Second Edition. 
With Frontispiece. Price 1s. sewed. 


Dicky Birds. 


A True Story. By the same Author. With Frontispiece. Price 6d. 
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WORKS BY MRS. R. LEE. 


‘Anecdotes of the Habits and Instincts of Animals. 


Third and Cheaper Edition. With Illustrations by Harrison WEIR. 
Fcap. 8vo, 3s. 6d, cloth; 4s, gilt edges. 


' Anecdotes of the Habits and Instincts of Birds, 


REPTILES, and FISHES. With Illustrations by Harrison WER. 
Second and Cheaper Edition. Feap. 8vo, 8s. 6d. cloth; 4s. gilt edges. 


** Amusing, instructive, and ably written."—Lilerary Gazette. 
‘Mrs. Lee’s authorities—to name only one, Professor Owen—are, for the most part 
first-rate.’—Athenceum. 


Twelve Stories of the Sayings and Doings of 
ANIMALS. With Illustrations by J. W. Arncner. Third Edition. 
Super-royal 16mo, 2s.6d. cloth; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

“It is just such books as this that educate the imagination of children, and enlist their 
sympathies for the brute creation.’’—Nonconforsmist. 


Familiar Natural History. 


With Forty-two Illustrations from Original Drawings by Harrison 
Weir. Super-royal 16mo, 3s. 6d. cloth; 5s. coloured gilt edges. 


Playing at Settlers; 


Or, the Faggot House. Illustrated by Gitnert. Second Edition. 
Price 2s, 6d. cloth; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 


Adventures in Australia; 


Or, the Wanderings of Captain Spencer in the Bush and the Wilds. 
Second Edition. Illustrated by Prout. Feap. 8vo., 5s. cloth; 5s. 6d. 
gilt edges. 
‘This volume should find a place in every school library ; and it will, we are sure, be a 
very welcome and useful prize.”—Z£ducutional Times. 


The African Wanderers; 


Or, the Adventures of Carlos and Antonio; embracing interesting 
Descriptions of the Manners and Customs of the Western Tribes, and 
the Natural Productions of the Country. Third Edition, With Eight 
Engravings. Fcap. 8vo, 5s. cloth; 5s. 6d. gilt edges. 


‘* For fascinating adventure, and ranid succession of incident, the volume 1s equal to any 
relation of travel we ever read.” — Britannia. 


“In strongly recommending this admirable work to the attention of young readers, we 
feel that we are rendering a real service to the cause of African civilization.” —Putriot. 


Sir Thomas; or, the Adventures of a Cornish 


BARONET IN WESTERN. AFRICA. With Illustrations by 
J. GILBERT, Fcap. 8vo.; 3s. 6d. cloth. 
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Harry Hawkins’s H-Book; 


Shewing how he learned to aspirate his H’s. Frontispiece by H. Wxerr. 
Second Edition, Super-royal 16mo, price 6d. 


‘* No family or school-room within, or indeed beyond, the sound of Bow bells, should be 
without this merry manual.”—Art Journal. 


The Family Bible Newly Opened ; 


With Uncle Goodwin's account of it. By JErFERYs TAaYLor, author 
of “A Glance at the Globe,” etc. Frontispiece by J. GILBERT. Fcap. 
8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth. 


_ “A very good account of the Sacred Writings, adapted to the tastes, feelings, and intel- 
ligence of young people.” —Educational Times. 


Kate and Rosalind; 


Or, Early Experiences. By the author of “Quicksands on Foreign 
Shores,” etc. Fcap. 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth; 4s. gilt edges. 


*‘ A book of unusual merit. The story is exceedingly well told, and the characters are 
drawn with a freedom and boldness seldom met with.” —Church of England Quarterly. 


“We have not room to exemplify the skill with which Puseyism is tracked and detected. 
The Irish scenes are of an excellence that has not been surpassed since the best days of 
Miss Edgeworth.” —Fraser’s Magazine. 


Good in Everything ; 


Or, The Early History of Gilbert Harland. By Mrs. BarweE1u, 
Author of ‘Little Lessons for Little Learners,” etc. Second Edition. 
With Illustrations by Jonn GiLBERT. Royal 16mo., 2s. 6d. cloth; 
3s.6d., coloured, gilt edges. 


*“*The moral of this exquisite little tale will do more pond than a thousand set tasks 
abounding with dry and uninteresting truisms.’’—Bell's Messenger. 


A Word to the Wise; 


Or, Hints on the Current Improprieties of Expression in Writing and 
Speaking. By Parry Gwynne. 10th Thousand. 18mo. price 6d. 
sewed, or ls. cloth. gilt edges. 
** All who wish to mind their p’s and q’s should consult this little volume.”’-—Gentleman’s 
Magazine. 
‘* May be advantageously consulted by even the well-educated.” — Atheneum. 
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ELECANT CIFT FOR A LADY. 
Trees, Plants, and Flowers; 


Their Beauties, Uses and Influences. By Mrs. R. Lex, Author of 
“The African Wanderers,” etc. With beautiful coloured Illustrations 
by J. ANDREWS. 8vo, price 10s. 6d., cloth elegant, gilt edges. 


‘“‘ The volume is at once useful as a botanical work, and exquisite as the ornament of a 
boudoir table.” —Britannia. ‘‘ As full of interest as of beauty.”—Art Journal. 


NEW AND BEAUTIFUL LIBRARY EDITION. 


The Vicar of Wakefield; 


A Tale. By Oxriver GotpsmitH. Printed by Whittingham. With 

Fight Illustrations by J. ABsoLton. Square feap. 8vo, price 5s., cloth; 

7s. half-bound morocco, Roxburghe style; 10s. 6d. antique morocco. 
Mr. Absolon’s graphic sketches add greatly to the interest of the volume: altogether, 


it is as pretty an edition of the ‘ Vicar’ as we have seen. Mrs. Primrose herself would 
consider it ‘ well dressed.’ ’’—Art Journal. 


“A delightful edition of one of the most delightful of works: the fine old type and thick 
paper make this volume attractive to any lover of books.” —Edinburgh Guardian. 


; WORKS BY MRS. LOUDON. 
Domestic Pets; 


Their Habits and Management; with Illustrative Anecdotes. By 
Mrs. Loupon. With Engravings from Drawings by Harrison WEIR. 
Second Thousand. Fcap. 8vo, 2s. 6d. cloth. 

ContTents:—The Dog, Cat, Squirrel, Rabbit, Guinea-Pig, White 
Mice, the Parrot and other Talking Birds, Singing Birds, Doves and 
Pigeons, Gold and Silver Fish, 


‘‘A most attractive and instructive little work. All who study Mrs. Loudon’s pages will 
be able to treat their pets with certainty and wisdom.”—S/andard of Freedom. 


Glimpses of Nature; 


And Objects of Interest described during a Visit to the Isle of Wight. 
Designed to assist and encourage Young Persons in forming habits of 
observation. By Mrs. Loupoy. Second Edition, enlarged. With 
Forty-one Illustrations. 3s. 6d. cloth. 


‘* We could not recommend a more valuable little volume. It is full of information, con- 
veyed in the most agreeable manner.” —Lilerary Gazette. 


Tales of School Life. 


By Aanes Loupon, Author of “ Tales for Young People.” With Ilus- 
trations by JoHN Axssoton. Second Edition. Royal 16mo, 2s. 6d. 
plain; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 


‘¢ These reminiscences of school days will be recognised as truthful pe of every-day 
occurrence. The style is colloquial and pleasant, and therefore well suited to those for 
whose perusal it is intended.”’—Atheneum. 


20 NEW AND INTERESTING WORKS 


MISS JEWSBURY. 


Clarissa Donnelly ; 


Or, The History of an Adopted Child. By Miss GreraLpiInE E. 
Jewspury, With an Illustration by Jonn Assoton. Fcap. 8vo, 
3s. 6d. cloth; 4s. gilt edges. 

* With wonderful power, only to be matched by as admirable a simplicity, Miss Jewsbury 


has narrated the history of a child. For nobility of purpose, for simple, nervous writing, 
and for artistic construction, it is one of the most valuable works of te day.’’—Lady‘s 


Companion. 


The Day of a Baby Boy; 


A Story for a Young Child. By E. Bercer. With Illustrations by 
Joun ABsoron. Sccond Edition. Super-royal 16mo, price 2s, 6d. 
cloth; 3s. Gd. coloured, gilt edges, 

** A sweet little book for the nursery."— Christian Times. 
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Every-Day Things; 
Or, Useful Knowledge respecting the principal Animal, Vegetable, and 
Mineral Substances 1n common use. Written for Young Persons. 
Second Edition, revised. 18mo., 1s. 6d. cloth. 


** A little encye'opadia of useful knowledge, deserving a place in every juvenile library.’ 
—Erangelical Mugazine. 


PRICE SIXPENCE EACH, PLAIN; ONE SHILLING, COLOURED. 


In Super-Royal 16mo., beautifully printed, each with Seven Illustrations by 
Harrison WE1R, and Descriptions by Mrs. LEE. 


1, BRITISH ANIMALS. First Series. 

2. BRITISH ANIMALS. Second Series. 

3. BRITISH BIRDS. 

4, FOREIGN ANIMALS, First Scries. 

5. FOREIGN ANIMALS. Second Serics, 
6. FOREIGN BIRDS. 


*.* Or bound in One Volume under the title of “Familiar Natural 
History,” see page 17. 
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Uniform in size and price with the above. 


THE FARM AND ITS SCENES. With Six Pictures from Drawings 
by Harrison WErR. 

THE DIVERTING HISTORY OF JOHN GILPIN. With Six Illus- 
trations by Warts Pni.uirs. 

THE PEACOCK AT HOME, AND BUTTERFLY’S BALL. With 
Four Illustrations by Harrison WEIR. 
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WORKS BY THE AUTHOR OF MAMMA’S BIBLE STORIES. 


Fanny and her Mamma ; 


Or, Easy Lessons for Children. In which it is attempted to bring Scrip- 
tural Principles into daily practice. Illustrated by J. GitBert, Third 
Edition. 16mo, 2s. 6d. cloth; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 


“A little book in beautiful large clear type, to suit the capacity of infant readers, which 
we can w:th pleasure recommend.”— Christian Ladies’ Magazine. 


Short and Simple Prayers, 


For the Use of Young Children. With Hymns. Fifth Edition. 
Square 16mo, 1s. 6d. cloth, 


“* Well adapted to the capacities of children—beginning with the simplest forms which 
the youngest child may lisp at its mother’s knee, and proceeding with those suited to its 
gradually advancing age. Special prayers, designed for particular circumstances and 
uccasions, are added. We cordially recommend the book.’’—Christian Guardian. 


Mamma’s Bible Stories, 


For her Little Boys and Girls, adapted to the capacities of very young 
Children. Eleventh Edition, with Twelve Engravings. 2s. 6d. cloth; 
3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 


A Sequel to Mamma’s Bible Stories. 
Fifth Edition. Twelve Illustrations. 2s. 6d. cloth, 3s. 6d. coloured. 


Scripture Histories for Little Children. 


With Sixteen Illustrations, by Joun GILBERT. Super-royal 16mo, 
price 3s. cloth; 4s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 


ContEnts.—The Ilistory of Joseph—History of Moscs—History of our 
Saviour— The Miracles of Christ. 


Sold separately: 6d. cach, plain; 1s. coloured. 


Bible Scenes ; 


Or, Sunday Employment for very young Children. Consisting of 
Twelve Coloured Illustrations on Cards, and the History written in 
Simple Language. In a neat box, 3s.6d.; or the Hlustrations dis- 
sected as a Puzzle, 6s. 6d. 


First Sentes: JOSEPH. Seconp Serres: OUR SAVIOUR. 
Tuirp Series: MOSES. Fourtu SERIEs: MIRACLES OF CHRIST. 


“It is hoped that these ‘ Scenes’ may form a useful and interesting addition to the Sab- 
bath occupations of the Nursery. From their very earliest infancy little children will 
listen with interest and delight to stories brought thus palpably before their eyes by means 
of illustration.”—Prefuce. 
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ILLUSTRATED BY CEORCE CRUIKSHANK. 


Kit Bam, the British Sinbad; 
Or, the Yarns of an Old Mariner. By Mary Cowpen Crarkg, author 
of “The Concordance to Shakspeare,” etc. Fcap. 8vo, price 3s. 6d. 


cloth; 48. gilt edges. 

“A more captivating volume for juvenile recreative reading we never remember to have 
seen. Itisas wurnier til asthe ‘Arabian Nights,’ while it is free from the objectionable 
matter which characterises the Eastern fiction.”— Standard of Freedom. 

* Cruikshank's plates are worthy of his genius.” —Lwvaminer. 


The Favourite Library. 


A Series of Works for the Young; each Volume with an Illustration 
by a well-known Artist. Price 1s. cloth. 


1. THE ESKDALE HERD BOY. By Lapy Sropparrt. 

2. MRS. LEICESTER’S SCHOOL. By Cartes and Mary Lams. 
8. THE HISTORY OF THE ROBINS. By Mrs. Trramer. 

4. MEMOIR OF BOB, THE SPOTTED TERRIER. 
5 
6 
7 


. KEEPER’S TRAVELS IN SEARCH OF HIS MASTER. 
. THE SCOTTISH ORPHANS. By Lapy Sropparr. 


- NEVER WRONG; or, THE YOUNG DISPUTANT; and “IT 
WAS ONLY IN FUN.” 


8. THE LIFE AND PERAMBULATIONS OF A MOUSE. 


9. EASY INTRODUCTION TO THE KNOWLEDGE OF 
NATURE. By Mrs. TRIMMER. 


10. RIGHT AND WRONG. By the Author of “ Atways Harry.” 
1l. HARRY’S HOLIDAY. By JErrerys TarLor. 
12. SHORT POEMS AND HYMNS FOR CHILDREN. 


The above may be had Two Volumes bound in One, at Two Shillings cloth, 
or 2s. 6d. gilt edges, as follows :— 


1. LADY STODDART’S SCOTTISH TALES. 

2, ANIMAL HISTORIES. Tuer Doa. 

3. ANIMAL HISTORIES. Tue Ropins and Movuss. 

4. TALES FOR BOYS. Harry’s Horipay and Never Wrona. 

5. TALES FOR GIRLS. Mrs. LeIcester’s ScHoor and Ricutr 
AND WRownc. 

6. POETRY AND NATURE. Saort Poems and TRIMMER’s 
INTRODUCTION. 


Stories of Julian and his Playfellows. 


Written by His Mamma. With Four Illustrations by Joun ABSOLON, 
Second Edition. Small 4to., 2s. 6d., plain; 3s. 6d., coloured, gilt edges. 


“« The lessons taught by Julian’s mamma are each fraught with an excellent moral.”— 
Morning Advertiser. 
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Blades and Flowers. | 
Poems for Children. Frontispiece by ANELAY. Fcap. 8vo; price 2s. cloth. 
‘“* Breathing the same spirit as the Nursery Poems of Jane Taylor.”—Literary Gazette. 


Aunt Jane’s Verses:for Children. 
By Mrs. T. D.Crewpson. Illustrated with twelve beautiful Engravings. 
Feap. 8vo; 3s. 6d. cloth. 


‘A charming little volume, of excellent moral and religious tendency.”—Evangelical 
Magazine. 


Rhymes of Royalty. 

he History of England in Verse, from the Norman Conquest to the 
reign of QUEEN VicToRIA; with an Appendix, comprising a summary 
of - oe events in each reign. Fcap. 8vo, with Frontispiece. 
2s. 6d. cloth. 


NEW AND CHEAPER EDITION. 


The Ladies’ Album of Fancy Work. 


Consisting of Novel, Elegant, and Usetul Patterns in Knitting, Netting, 
Crochet, and Embroidery, printed in Colours. Bound in a beautiful 
cover. New Edition. Post 4to, 3s. 6d., gilt edges. 


Visits to Beechwood Farm; 


Or, Country Pleasures. By Catuerine M. A. Couper. Illustrations 
by ABsoton. Small 4to, 3s. 6d., plain; 4s. 6d. coloured; gilt edges. 


‘The work is well calculated to impress upon the minds of the young the superiority of 
simple and natural pleasures over those which are artificial.”—Englishwoman’s Magazine, 


The Modern British Plutarch; 


Or, Lives of Men disti-guished in the recent History of our Country 
for their Talents, Virtues and Achievements. By W. C. Taytor, LL.D. 
Author of “A Manual of Ancient and Modern History,” etc. 12mo, 
Second Thousand, with a new Frontispiece. 4s. 6d. cloth; 5s. gilt edges. 


Contents: Arkwright — Burke — Burns — Byron —Canning—Earl 
of Chatham — Adam Clarke — Clive — Captain Cook — Cowper — 
Crabbe — Davy — Eldon — Erskine — Fox -- Franklin — Goldsmith — 
Earl Grey — Warren Hastings — Heber — Howard — Jenner — Sir 
W. Jones— Mackintosh —H. Martyn—Sir J. Moore— Nelson — Pitt 
—Romilly — Sir. W. Scott — Sheridan — Smeaton — Watt — Marquis 
of Wellesley — Wilberforce — Wilkie — Wellington. 


‘A work which will be welcomed in any circle of intelligent young persons.” —British 
Quarterly Review. 
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Home Amusements. 


A Choice Collection of Riddles, Charades, Conundrums, Parlour 
Games, and Forfeits. By PETER Puzz_EWELt, Esq., of Rebus Hall. 
New Edition, revised and enlarged, with Frontispiece by H. K. 
Browne (Vhiz). 16mo, 2s. 6d. cloth. 


- 


Early Days of English Princes. 


By Mrs. Russert Gray. Dedicated by pennission to the Duchess of 
Roxburgh. With Illustrations by Jonn Franxuinx, Small 4to., 
3s. 6d. cloth; 4s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 


** Just the book for giving children some first notions of English history, as the person- 
ages it speaks about are themselves young.”"—Munchester Examines. 


First Steps in Scottish History, 
By Miss Ropwe tt, Author of “ First Steps to English History.” With 
Ten lustrations by WeIGaLL. 16mo, 3s, 6d. cloth; 4s. 6d. coloured. 


“It is the first popular book in which we have secn the outlines of the early history of 
the Scottish tribes exhibited with anything like accuracy.”—Glasgouw Constitutional. - 


“The work is throughout agreeably and lucidly written.”—Msdlund Counties Herald. 


London Cries and Public Edifices. 


Illustrated in Twenty-four Engravings by LuKE LimMner; with descrip- 
tive Lettcr-press. Square 12mo, 2s. 6d. plain; 5s. coloured. Bound in 
emblematic cover. 


The Silver Swan; 


A Fairy Tale. By Mapame pe Cuartevain. Illustrated by Joun 
LEEcH. Small 4to, 2s. 6d. cloth; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 
‘** The moral isin the good, broad,unmistakeable style of the best fairy period.”—Atheneum. 
** The story is written with excellent taste and sly humour.” —Allas. 


Mrs. Trimmer’s Concise History of England, 


Revised and brought down to the present time by Mrs. MILNER. With 
Portraits of the Sovereigns in their proper costume, and Frontispiece 
by Harvey. New Edition in One Volume. 5s. cloth. 


“ The editing has been very judiciously done. The work has an established reputation for 
the clearness of its genealogical and chronological tables, and for its pervading tone of 
Christian piety.”"— Church and State Guzet'e. 
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The Celestial Empire ; 
or, Points and Pickings of Information about China and the Chinese. 
By the late “O_tp Humpurey.” With Twenty Engravings from 
Drawings by W. H. Prior. F cap. 8vo, 3s. 6d., cloth; 4s. gilt edges. 


** This very handsome volume contains an almost incredible amount of information.”’— 
Church and State Gazette. 


“The book is exactly what the author proposed it should be, full of good information, 
good feeling, and good temper.”—Allen’s Indian Mail. 


‘Even well-known topics are treated with a graceful air of novelty,’ — Atheneum. 


Tales from the Court of Oberon. 
Containing the favourite Histories of Tom Thumb, Graciosa and Per- 
cinet, Valentine and Orson, and Children in the Wood. With Sixteen 
Illustrations by ALFRED CrowquiLu. Small 4to, 2s. 6d. plain; 3s. 6d. 
coloured. 


True Stories from Ancient History, 


Chronologically arranged from the Creation of the World to the Death 
of Charlemagne. Twelfth Edition. With 24 Steel Engravings. 12mo, 
5s. cloth, 


True Stories from Modern History, 
Chronologically arranged from the Death of Charlemagne to tke 
present Time, Eighth Edition. With 24 Steel Engravings. 12mo, 5s. 
cloth. 

True Stories from English History, 


Chronologically arranged from the Invasion of the Romans to the 
Present Time. Sixth Edition. With 36 Steel Engravings. 12mo, 5s. 
cloth. 


Stories from the Old and New Testaments, 
On an improved plan. By the Rev. B. H. DraPer. With 48 En- 
gravings. Fifth Edition. 12mo, 5s. cloth. 

Wars of the Jews, 


As related by Josepnus; adapted to the Capacities of Young Persons, 
With 24 IEngravings. Sixth Edition. 4s. 6d. cloth. 


The Prince of Wales’ Primer. 


With 300 Illustrations by J. Gitsert. Dedicated to her Majesty. New 
Edition, price 6d.; with title and cover printed in gold and colours, 1s. 
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Pictorial Geography. 
For the use of Children. Presenting at one view Illustrations of the 
various Geographical Terms, and thus imparting clear and definite 
ideas of their meaning. Ou a Large Sheet. Price 2s. 6d. in tints; 
5s. on Rollers, varnished. 


One Thousand Arithmetical Tests; 


Or, The Examiner’s Assistant. Specially adapted, by a novel arrange- 
ment of the subject, for Examination Purposes, but also suited for 
general use in Schools. By T.S. Cayzer, Head Master of Queen 
Elizabeth’s Hospital, Bristol. Price 1s, 6d. cloth. 


*,* Answers to the above, 1s, 6d. cloth. 


THE ABBE GAULTIER’S GEOGRAPHICAL WORKS. 


1. Familiar Geography. 


With a concise Treatise on the Artificial Sphere, and two coloured 
Maps, illustrative of the principal Geographical Terms. Fifteenth 
Edition. 16mo, 3s. cloth. 


u. An Atlas. 


Adapted to the Abbé Gaultier’s Geographical Games, consisting of 8 
Maps coloured, and 7 in Outline, etc. Folio, 15s. half-bound. 


Butler’s Outline Maps, and Key; 


Or, Geographical and Biographical Exercises; with a Set of Coloured 
Outline Maps; designed for the Use of Young Persons. By the late 
WiLt1AM But_Ler. Enlarged by the author’s son, J. O. Butter. 
Thirty-second Edition, revised. 4s. 


Rowbotham’s New and Easy Method of Learning 
the FRENCH GENDERS. New Edition. 64. 


Bellenger’s French Word and Phrase-book. 


Containing a select Vocabulary and Dialogues, for the Use of Begin- 
ners. New Edition, Is. sewed. 
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MARIN DE LA VOYE’S ELEMENTARY FRENCH WORKS. 


Les Jeunes Narrateurs; 
Ou Petits Contes Moraux. With a Key to the difficult words and 


phrases. Frontispiece. Second Edition. 18mo, 2s. cloth, 
‘* Written in pure and easy French.” —Morning Post. 


The Pictorial French Grammar; 


For the Use of Children. With Eighty Illustrations, Royal {6mo., 
price ls. sewed; ls. 6d. cloth. 


Le Babillard. 


An Amusing Introduction to the French Language. By a French 
Lady. Sixth Edition. 2s. cloth. 


Der Schwitzer ; 
Or, the Prattler. An amusing Introduction to the German Language, 
on the Plan of ‘‘Le Babillard.” 16 Illustrations. 16mg, price 2s. cloth. 


Battle Fields. 


A graphic Guide to the Places described in the History of England as 
the scenes of such Events; with the situation of the principal Naval 
Engagements fought on the Coast of the British Empire. By Mr. 
Waortuier, Geographer. On a large sheet 3s.6d.; in case 6s., or 
on a roller, and varnished, 9s. 


Tabular Views of the Geography and Sacred His- 
TORY of PALESTINE, and of the TRAVELS of ST. PAUL. 
Intended for Pupil Teachers, and others engaged in Class Teaching. 
By A. T. WaiTE. Oblong 8vo, price ls., sewed. 


The First Book of Geography ; 


Specially adapted as a Text Book for Beginners, and as a Guide to the 
Young Teacher. By Hueco Ret», author of “ Elements of Astronomy,” 
etc. ‘Third Edition, carefully revised. 18mo, 1s. sewed. 


** One of the most sensible little books on the subject of Geography we have met with.” 
—Educational Times. s 


The Child’s Grammar, 


By the late Lapy Fenn, under the assumed name of Mrs, Lovechild. 
Forty-ninth Edition. 18mo, 9d. cloth. 


Always Happy; 
Or, Anecdotes of Felix and his Sister Serena. By the author of 
“Claudine,” etc. Eighteenth Edition, with new Illustrations. Royal 
18mo, price 2s, 6d. cloth. 
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Andersen’s (H. C.) Nightingale and other Tales. 


2s. Gd. plain; 3s. 6d. coloured. 


Anccdotes of Kings, 


Selected from History; or, Gertrude’s Stories for Children. With En- 
gravings. 2s. 6d. plain; 3s. 6d. coloured. 


Bible Illustrations ; 


Or, a Description of Manners and Customs peculiar to the East, and 
especially Explanatory of the Holy Scriptures. By the Rev. B. I. 
Drarer. With Engravings. Fourth Edition. Revised by J. Kitto, 
Editor of “ The Pictorial Bible,” etc. 3s. 6d. cloth. 


* This volume will be found unusually rich in the species of information 90 much needed 
by young readers of the Scrivtures.”—Christiun Muther’s Magazine. 


The British History briefly told, 


and a Description of the Ancient Customs, Sports, and Pastimes of the 
English. Embellished with full-length Portraits of the Sovereigns of 
England in their proper Costumes, and 18 other Engravings. 3s. 6d. 
cloth. 


Chit-chat ; 


Or, Short Tales in Short Words. By a Mornesr, author of “ Always 
Happy.” New Edition. With Eight Engravings, Price 2s. 6d. cloth, 
3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. ; 


Conversations on the Life of Jesus Christ. 


For the use of Children. By a Motner. A new Edition. With 12 
Engravings. 2s. 6d. plain; 3s. 6d. coloured. 


Cosmorama. 


The Manners, Customs, and Costumes of all Nations of the World 
described. By J. Aspin. New Edition with namerous Illustrations. 
3s. 6d. plain; and 4s. Gd. coloured. 


Easy Lessons; 


Or, Leading-Strings to Knowledge. New Edition, with 8 Engravings. 
2s. 6d. plain; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges, 


—— 
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Key to Knowledge; 


Or, Things in Common Use simply and shortly explained. By a 
Mortu_Er, Author of “ Always Happy,” ete. Thirteenth Edition. With 
Sixty Illustrations. 3s, 6d. cloth. 


Facts to correct Fancies; 


Or, Short Narratives compiled from the Biography of Remarkable 
Women. By a MorHer, With Engravings, 3s. 6d. plain; 4s.6d. coloured. 


Fruits of Enterprise ; 
Exhibited in the ‘Travels of Belzoni in Egypt and Nubia. Thirteenth 
Edition, with six Engravings. 18mo, price 3s. cloth. 


The Garden; 


Or, Frederick’s Monthly Instructions for the Management and Forma- 
tion of a Flower Garden. Fourth Edition. With Engravings of the 
Flowers in Bloom for each Month in the Year, etc. 3s. 6d. plain; or 
6s. with the Flowers coloured. 


How to be Happy; 


Or, Fairy Gifts: to which is added a Selection of Moral Allegories, 
from the best English Writers. With Stcel Engravings. Price 3s. 6d. 
cloth. 


Infantine Knowledge. 


A Spelling and Readiig Book, on a Popular Plan, combining much 
Useful Information with the Rudiments of Learning. By the Author 
of “The Child’s Grammar.” With numerous Engravings. Ninth 
Edition. 2s. 6d. plain; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 


The Ladder to Learning. 


A Collection of Fables, Original and Select, arranged progressively in ° 
words of One, Two, and Three Syllables. Edited and improved by the 
late Mrs. TRimMER. With 79 Cuts. Nineteenth Edition. 3s. 6d. cloth. 


Little Lessons for Little Learners. 


In Words of One Syllable. By Mrs. BarweEtyt. Ninth Edition, 
with numerous Illustrations. 2s. 6d. plain; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges, 


The Little Reader. 


A Progressive Step to Knowledge. Fourth Edition with sixteen Platcs. 
Price 2s. 6d. cloth. 
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Muaimnma’s Lessons. 


For her Little Boys and Girls, Thirteenth Edition, with cight En- 
gravings. Price 2s. 6¢. cloth; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 


The Mine; 


Or, Subterranean Wonders. An Account of the Operations of the 
Miner and the Products of his Labours; with a Description of the most 
important in all parts of the World. By the late Rev. Isaac Taytor. 
Sixth Edition, with numerous corrections and additions by Mrs. Loupow. 
With 45 new Woodcuts and 16 Steel Engravings. 3s. 6d. cloth. 


Young Jewess, The, and her Christian School- 


fellows. By the Author of “Rhoda,” etc. With a Frontispiece by 
J. GILBERT. 16mo, 1s. cloth. 


Rhoda; 


Or, The Excellence of Charity. Fourth Edition. With Illustrations. 
16mo, 2s. cloth. 


The Rival Crusoes, 


And other Tales. By Acnes StricKLAND, author of “The Queens 
of England.” Sixth Edition. 18mo, price 2s, 6d. cloth. 


Short Tales. 


Written for Children. By Dame TrveLove and her Friends. A new 
Edition, with 20 Engravings. 3s. 6d. cloth. 


The Students; 


Or, Biographies of the Grecian Philosophers. 12mo, price 2s. 6d. cloth. 


Stories of Edward and his little Friends. 
With 12 Illustrations. Second Edition. 3s. 6d. plain; 4s. 6d. coloured. 


Sunday Lessons for little Children. 


By Mrs. Barweiy. Third Edition. 2s. 6d. plain; 3s. coloured. 


A Visit to Grove Cottage, 


And the India Cabinet Opened. By the author of “Fruits of Enter- 
prise.” New Edition. 18mo, price 3s. cloth. 
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Dissections for Young Children; 


In a neat box. Price 5s. each. 


1. SCENES FROM THE LIVES OF JOSEPH AND MOSES. 

2. SCENES FROM THE History oF Our SAVIOUR. ‘ 
3. OLD MoTHER HUBBARD AND HER Doa. 

4, Lirg anp DEatuH oF Cock Rosin. 


TWO SHILLINGS EACH, CLOTH. 


ANECDOTES OF PETER THE 
GREAT, Emperor of Russia. 
18mo. 


, 


COUNSELS AT HOME; with 


Anecdotes, Tales, &c. 


MORAL TALES. By a Farner. 


With 2 Engravings. 


ONE SHILLING AND SIXPENCE EACH, CLOTH. 


THE DAUGHTER OF A GE- 
NIUS. A Tale. By Mrs. Hor- 
LAND. Sixth Edition. 


ELLEN THE TEACHER. By 
Mrs. Hortanp. New Edition. 


THE SON OF A GENIUS. By 
Mrs. HortanD. New Edition. 


THEODORE; or, the Crusaders. 
By Mrs. Hortanp. New Edition. 


SHORT AND SIMPLE PRAY- 
ERS FOR CHILDREN, WITH 
HYMNS. By the Author of 
“© Mamma’s Bible Stories,” &c. 

TRIMMER’S (MRS.) OLD TES- 
TAMENT LESSONS. With 40 
Engravings. 

TRIMMER’S (MRS.) NEW TES- 
TAMENT LESSONS. With 40 
Engravings. New Editions. 


ONE SHILLING, PLAIN. CNE SHILLING AND SIXPENCE, COLOURED. 


THE DAISY, with Thirty Wood 
Engravings. 26th Edition. 


THE COWSLIP, with Thirty En- 
gravings, 24th Edition, 


ONE SHILLING EACH. CLOTH. 


WELCOME VISITOR; a Collec- 
tion of Original Storics, &c. 

NINA, an Icelandic Tale. By the 
Author of “ Always Happy.” 

SPRING FLOWERS and 
MONTHLY MONITOR. 

Tue HISTORY or PRINCE LEE 
BOO. New Edition. 


the 


THE CHILD’S DUTY. Dedicated 
by a Mother to her Children. 
Second Edition. 

DECEPTION and FREDERICK 
MARSDEN, the Faithful Friend. 

LESSONS of WISDOM for the 
YOUNG. By the Rev. W. 
FLETCHER. 


